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	1. Fight Another Day

**Author's Note: That's right, it's time for a new story from your favorite writer. A couple ideas have been brewing in the old noodle, and this is the one I thought would be the better and (most importantly) more enjoyable to write. This doesn't mean I will stop writing **_Halo Infinite_**, it just means I'll be splitting time between that, my project over on the IGN NCAA Football forum, and this, plus whatever work I'm doing in the real world. I can assure you, though, that the quality of my projects will not suffer because of this.**

**Also, you'll notice this isn't my first Halo/Star Wars** **mash-up.** **Unlike my first Halo/Star Wars crossover, **_Spartan Lost_**, I will do everything in my power to keep this going. I promise you that.**

**Disclaimer: I take no credit for the usage/creations of the characters and setting created by Bungie Studios, but I will take credit for the original content that I create.**

* * *

><p><em>"Patiently combing the surface of Reach,<em>

_Marking the location of each target._

_Holding his breath before taking that of his enemy,_

_His rifle echoed with the loud crack of defiance._

_Hidden in the shadows,_

_His was the first shot in our fight for survival._

_In recognition of this, his tireless diligence,_

_We honor him as the vigilant eye of Noble."_

-Monument to Noble Team

Jun-A266, Noble Three of SPARTAN Noble Team, sat in the troop bay of the D77-TC Pelican dropship as it sped away from the hidden launch pad of Sword Base. Carter-A259, leader of Noble Team, had just placed him in charge of protecting Doctor Catherine Halsey, creator of the original SPARTAN-II Program and one of the top scientists in the UNSC. To say her safety and survival was vital to the human race was an understatement.

Still, being a civilian, her presence here greatly detracted from Noble's fighting strength; while Noble One, Four and Six were off completing their mission, he was stuck babysitting the good doctor while they went looking for a hole to hide in.

As the dropship departed for ONI'S Top Secret CASTLE Base deep inside Menachite Mountain, Jun took one last look outside the back of the aircraft for the fireworks show.

The area surrounding Sword Base, the Babd Catha Ice Shelf in Espoz, remained still as thousands of combined Covenant ground forces and transport aircraft were circling the base like sharks to wounded prey. The ground lurched upwards several dozen feet in the air, before collapsing back down and crumbling into the abyss below, courtesy of the hundreds of explosive charges planted. The water around the ice shelf rushed into the empty space, swallowing up any existence of Sword Base and the Covenant forces with it.

Jun felt a swell of joy as he imagined the looks of terror on the Covenant faces as they fell to their deaths thousands of feet below. It was short lived, though, as he felt his stomach shift and his view of where the ice shelf used to be quickly vanished.

"Why do I feel like we're going in the wrong direction, Doctor," Jun asked, leaving his seat to move to the door separating the cockpit from the troop bay.

"The planet is theirs, Spartan," Halsey grimly replied, doing her best to avoid a group of Covenant ships glassing a settlement not far off from their position. Blood red plasma violently impacted the town, turning the area into a hellish landscape of superheated death and devastation.

"So _this_ is the best you could do," Jun asked, as they passed underneath a cruiser.

"These ships are pushing towards High Command," Halsey replied, expertly piloting the dropship. "And the UNSC isn't about to give that up without another fight."

The cruiser passed overhead and momentarily shook the airship as Halsey continued. "When that battle ensues, those cruisers will have much bigger things on their minds than one stray Pelican."

A shrill _bleep_ was repeating on the radar, and Jun turned to see three groups of Banshee fighters closing in behind them.

"And until _then_, Dr. Halsey," Jun replied, heading towards the back of the Pelican. "We have Banshees approaching fast."

"Damn, my timing was perfect." Halsey used evasive maneuvers to avoid several bolts of plasma. "Kalmiya, lower the turret."

Kalmiya, Halsey's personal Artificial Intelligence unit, appeared in a golden flash on the holopanel. She was a mirror image of the doctor from her current age, which was an odd choice for an A.I. to make. Except when you consider that Kalmiya was one of two A.I.s created from the brain of a clone of Halsey. The other, Cortana, was on her way to the _Pillar of Autumn_ in the Aszod ship-breaking facility.

With a snap of her fingers, the rear-mounted M247H Heavy Machine Gun slowly lowered itself for usage.

"Rear-turret is online and ready for Noble Three's use," said the golden A.I. "I'm tracking over twenty Banshee aircraft closing in on our position."

"Our distraction appears to be arriving… late," Halsey warned Jun. "But we're not going to get another chance at this."

Once again, the Pelican dodged a trio of volleys of plasma fire from the growing number of enemy fighters. "Hold off those Banshees until our friendlies decide to make their appearance."

Jun placed his SRS 99 Anti-Matériel sniper rifle in an overhead cargo area and manned the rear-turret. The turret's reticle appeared in the center of Jun's HUD, and he gripped the handles with a vice-lock.

"With pleasure, ma'am," he said, with ice in his veins and a steely focus. "I'm going loud!"

The rear-turret roared to life as bullets tore through the cockpit of the nearest Banshee fighter. The purple aircraft exploded in a shower of blue flames and bits of alien metal as it fell rapidly into the forest below.

Jun continued to rain hell on the pursuing enemy targets, but every time he shot one down, two more would take its place. Plasma bolts seemed to appear out of nowhere, and the airspace below the cruisers seemed to grow more crowded by the second.

"I hope you realize, ma'am," Jun shouted, shooting down yet another Banshee fighter. "That it won't matter how many Banshees I shoot down."

Jun ducked at the last minute, narrowly avoiding a stream of plasma bolts from the lead Banshee. Jun hammered down the trigger and gave the enemy aircraft a long volley of 12.7x99 mm rounds to send it falling below.

"We're not going to last another minute up here if those cruisers decide to turn their guns on us."

As several more Banshees exploded and fell to the surface, a deafening boom and brilliant streak of white-hot mass flashed across the dusk night and collided with the starboard side of the lead Covenant cruiser. The ships shields shimmered, and the alien warships turned to meet the newest threats.

A total of ten UNSC Frigates and Destroyers, plus several wings of Longsword fighters, came soaring in to engage the Covenant. They wouldn't be able to take them down on their own, but it would be enough to distract the enemy long enough to allow Halsey's Pelican to escape.

"It looks like our distraction has arrived," Jun said, as the UNSC force engaged the Covenant.

MAC rounds and missiles mixed with plasma torpedoes and pulse lasers as Halsey's Pelican continued to evade fire of the remaining Banshees trailing them.

"It's nice to have support for a change," Jun continued, watching a burning Covenant destroyer fall from the night sky.

"I agree, Spartan," said Halsey, tapping into a data pad. "But I'd advise strapping yourself in for the next few minutes. We have one last hurdle to cross."

The Pelican shook violently and the world around Jun was briefly filled with silver as he heard a deafening explosion. Jun polarized his visor immediately to see what caused the disturbance, and a pit formed in his gut.

A massive assault carrier appeared over a mountain, energy projector still white hot from its recent discharge, and the flaming front-half of the UNSC _Tampa_ – a Paris-class Heavy Frigate – screamed across Jun's field of vision before slamming into the ground below with enough force to embed it in the soil.

The remaining UNSC ships changed course and immediately began attacking the behemoth vessel with everything they had. MAC rounds, Archer missiles, point-defense turrets; you name it, they were fired against the ship's shields.

With no more Banshees to trouble them, Jun was forced to do something he was comfortable with… wait. As an expert sniper, Jun was taught to have patience for the perfect shot. That patience eventually bled over into other aspects of Jun's life. His intense patience, however, was now being put to the test here, high above the ground, in a Pelican dropship. With nothing to do, Jun nervously listened to the COMM chatter of the ensuing battle.

_"Pods A1-D7, fire!"_

_"Archer missiles away… only thirty percent made it through! Minimal damage to enemy shields!"_

_"Ensign, what's the status of the MAC gun?"_

_"One-hundred percent charged, ready to fire, sir!"_

_"FIRE!"_

_"Confirmed hit, enemy shields at forty-three percent!"_

_"Jesus Christ, they took out the _Renegade _and the _Seminole_! Gutted them from stem to stern in one shot, sir!"_

_"Their shields are down! I repeat, their shields are down!"_

_"Lieutenant, see if we can get assistance from an ODP!"_

_"…Negative, sir! They've got their hands full in orbit, we're on our own! But Command has issued authorization for use of low-yield nukes."_

_"Well shit, they'll just shoot them down before they even get close."_

A new point appeared on Jun's monitor, a friendly reading. The reading showed as a new ship, the Marathon-class heavy cruiser UNSC _John F. Kennedy_. The burning, heavily-damaged warship was on a collision course with the assault carrier, and was showing no signs of slowing down or altering course.

_"This is Admiral Kiko Faraday, captain of the UNSC _John F. Kennedy_. All ships in the immediate area are ordered to fall back to Defensive Position Lima. We've got a surprise in store for this son of a bitch!"_

The remaining seven Navy ships altered course and quickly headed away from the assault carrier and _John F. Kennedy_ as quickly as possible. Only a few seconds later, the sky once again filled with a bright light and a deafening roar. The Pelican violently rocked back and forth from the shockwave of the low-yield nuclear warhead's detonation from the _John F. Kennedy_.

Halsey struggled in the cockpit to keep the dropship stable, fighting with the controls as the Pelican continued to descend. Jun held onto the edges of the seat with an increasingly tight grip, his stomach now in his throat.

Thankfully, the Pelican's descent stopped and the doctor was able to stabilize the ship.

"That was a little too close for comfort, Doctor," Jun said, finally releasing his grip from the seat – his fingers creating divots in the molded metal of the troop bay seating.

"We should be fine from here on out, Spartan," replied Halsey. "We'll be arriving at CASTLE Base in twenty minutes."

Jun nodded and took one last glance out the back of the troop bay to see the battle between what was left of the Covenant ships and the UNSC reactionary force. It wasn't going well for the swabbies – two more ships were lost since the assault carrier was taken down – but they had knocked out three of the Covenant corvettes that had wreaked havoc against the cities of Reach just days before.

Jun gave a crisp salute for the fallen Navy men and women who had ensured their escape before a mountain ridge blocked his view of the battle.

With nothing else to do except sit on his ass and wait to reach CASTLE Base, Jun let his mind wander. He began to think about everything that led to this moment. The deaths of his parents at the hands of the Covenant, his recruitment into the SPARTAN-III Program when he was just six years old. He never remembered being nervous, or scared, or even worried how we would survive. He just remembered being angry at the monsters that stole his family from him, and he wanted revenge. And the UNSC was his best opportunity to get back at them, whatever the cost.

He remembered the rigorous training he and his fellow SPARTAN-III Alpha Company trainees went through on Onyx under Senior Chief Petty Officer Franklin Mendez, trainer for the SPARTAN-II Program and one of the baddest SOBs Jun had ever had the privilege of being trained by, and Lieutenant Commander Kurt Ambrose, a former SPARTAN-II himself and one of the smartest men he'd ever known. Every day, he learned new ways to kill and survive. His mind was sharpened into as great a weapon has his bare hands or his sniper rifle. He taught him to not fear death, but to allow it to keep your mind sharp.

He remembered the pain and suffering he felt when he and his brothers and sisters underwent the biological augmentation procedures. He remembered his bones breaking like glass, his nerve feeling like they were melting, and his muscles ripping and tearing apart. He also remembered coming out of the procedures something else, something better than he ever imagined he could be… a SPARTAN.

He remembered the battles fought, Covenant and worlds saved. He remembered charging into certain death and escaping unscathed with his squadmates – his family – by his side. He remembered being transferred out of Alpha Company by Mendez and Kurt and into Noble Team, and the heartbreak he felt when he heard about the complete annihilation of Alpha.

He remembered Thom, Jorge, Kat, and the sacrifices the men and women made for him to get to where he and Halsey are now. He remembered Carter, Emile and Six performing their mission to ensure the delivery of the A.I. to the _Pillar of Autumn_.

They had all given their lives to protect Reach and here he was, waiting to go hide in a hole while the world above him burned. It was an honor unbefitting a SPARTAN, and he despised every second of it. It didn't matter who he was protecting or how important her survival was to the human race; he was on guard duty, and it wasn't what he signed up for.

"Spartan," Halsey said, breaking Jun out of his stupor. "We've arrived at CASTLE Base."

Jun moved from his seat in the troop bay to the cockpit, where he saw a gigantic mountain towering high into the sky. It wasn't like any of the other mountains in the area; what was once home to a titanium mining operation was transformed into the most secure ONI facility on Reach. Only a few non-ONI personnel knew about its existence, and even fewer had ever been inside the facility.

He had read the information about the base from the files sent by Kalmiya, and he impressed; along with the natural protection of the granite structure of the mountain, tons of reinforced concrete, plates of Titanium-A battle-plating and EMP-hardened metal transformed the facility into a bombproof bunker.

_So this is where I'll be spending the rest of my time on this planet?_

"Watchtower, this is Gamma-393, requesting permission to land, over."

"_Acknowledged, Gamma-393. You are cleared to land. Welcome to CASTLE Base, Charlie Hotel._"

"Watchtower, this landing pad is a little too out in the open for my liking. Do you have anywhere we can place this Pelican that's more… discreet?"

"_Certainly, Charlie Hotel. Sending coordinates your way now, over._"

"Coordinates received. I'll be sending Gamma-393 with a copy of my personal A.I. to this location. I'll be inside shortly. Charlie Hotel, out."

Jun felt the Pelican slow to a hover over the exterior landing pad, then gradually decrease in altitude until the landing gear had made contact with the pad.

Halsey and Jun exited the dropship, which soon lifted back into the air under the control a copy of Halsey's A.I. and sped away to another landing site on the opposite side of the mountain.

As the two made their way to the front entrance, a trio of Marines came to greet them. The two on the outside were members of the elite Orbital Drop Shock Troopers, as evidenced by their matching matte black armor. Jun had fought firsthand with ODSTs, and they deserved every bit of their reputation as some of the bravest men and women in the UNSC. He was also familiar with the "rivalry" that existed between them and the SPARTAN Programs, dating back to the early days of the SPARTAN-IIs.

The man in the middle was also wearing an ODST BDU, minus the helmet. He had short light-brown hair with streaks of silver along his temples, contrasting greatly with his emerald green eyes. A tight formation of scars stretched from his left cheek to his upper lip.

Information began to pop up on Jun's HUD…

**Carpenter, Ulysses; Major; SN: 82371-0055-UC**

Jun snapped a crisp salute to Major Carpenter. "Sir, Warrant Officer SPARTAN-A266."

The Major returned Jun's salute. "At ease, Spartan." The Major then turned to Halsey. "Doctor Halsey, welcome to CASTLE Base. They never told me you'd be coming here with a Spartan."

"An hour ago, I didn't know I was coming here with a Spartan, either." The group began the walk to the entrance. "I'm well aware of the structural defenses, but what defensive improvements have you and your ODSTs made, Major? It would be foolish to think the Covenant won't find this place, no matter how well-hidden it may be. And when they do find it, we'll need to hold them off for however long it may take."

"We think alike, ma'am. I've got a Company of the meanest Helljumpers you'll ever meet from the 30th placed in key positions along the mountain, plus a mixed bag of Marine and Army personnel to make whatever dumb sumbitch that manages to break through the outer defenses wish they hadn't."

The Marine guarding the main entrance gave a salute to the group, as they continued inside. "Add that to the various anti-armor and anti-air emplacements scattered in the surrounding foliage, nothing short of an all-out invasion or direct orbital bombardment will take this place down."

"Very impressive, Major," the Doctor replied, a tone of genuine. "And what of the personnel inside? I'm hoping I'll have some people to work with aside from the average Marine."

"Thirty of the UNSC's top scientists have been transferred here, along with enough technicians to keep this place running for quite a while."

Before anyone could reply, a fireball of alien metal ripped across the sky and past the opening to CASTLE Base. The Covenant ship, most likely a Cruiser, began to break apart from the damage sustained from a nearby battle.

"Ain't that the most beautiful sight you've ever seen," asked Major Carpenter, arms crossed and a proud smile painted on his face as the Cruiser crashed into a lake.

That smile soon vanished, however, as a series of earth-shattering explosions were followed by two UNSC Destroyers falling from the sky and crashing not far from Menachite Mountain.

A group of Covenant warships, led by yet _another _Assault Carrier, was finishing off what was left of the Doctor's distraction – which had been whittled down to only a few Destroyers and Frigates – and began heading towards their position.

The Major put his finger to his COMM, and tried to make out something from what was certainly one of the ODSTs from the perimeter defenses.

"Say again, son? You're breaking up."

The color from his face had drained and the twinkle in his eye vanished. "Negative, I say negative. Do not fire unless you have been spotted. No need to kick the hornet's nest."

The Major turned to Halsey. "Perimeter defense reports Phantom and Banshee patrols have increased. The Covenant might know we're here."

Jun stepped in. "Ma'am, I advise we get you inside before any Covenant start sniffing too close."

Halsey nodded in agreement, going back to her data pad before Jun next turned to the ODST officer. "Major, where is the armory?"

"Level Aqua, Section Lambda, Spartan. Get yourself whatever ammo you need and get your ass up here ASAP."

Jun once again saluted, and jogged to the nearest elevator to head down to the armory.

* * *

><p>With the armory of CASTLE Base much like every other UNSC armory, Jun knew exactly where he needed to go first; Long-range. While there were many experimental weapons in special cases and lockers, including one interesting looking rifle of some sort, now wasn't the time to try them out. He had to know what he was dealing with in terms of effectiveness when facing against the horde of Covenant that would assault this base.<p>

Jun walked past several wide-eyed gazes, slack-jawed expressions and hushed murmurs from the young Marines in the armory and headed straight for the sniper rifles. The battle getting to Sword Base and then defending Halsey's lab below the Ice Shelf with Noble Team had used up all but one clip of his spare ammunition, not to mention that he completely ran out of ammunition for his M392 Designated Marksman Rifle.

Jun first collected ten empty clips for the SRS 99 Anti-Matériel sniper rifle, along with forty 14.5x114mm caliber rounds and started individually loading them into the clips. The SRS 99 could take the hat off of an Elite at 2,000 yards away cleanly and probably take out whatever was foolish enough to be standing behind the split-chin bastard.

Jun took enough time to cleanly insert each round into the clip before moving on to the next, lining each full clip neatly in a row on the bench he was sitting on. In less than a minute, all ten of Jun's empty clips were now stocked with ammunition and neatly packed into one of Jun's many pouches. Jun then moved on to finding ammunition and clips for his DMR.

The M392 wasn't as effective from long range as the SRS 99, but it was quite the serviceable rifle in a pinch. Its 7.62x51 caliber ammunition was strong enough to punch through an Elite's shields and take it down after about seven hits, much more powerful than the MA37 Assault Rifle. Jun finished packing another ten clips into a pouch and continued readying for the coming battle.

Jun also picked up three clips for his M6G Magnum Sidearm. He very rarely fell back on the handgun, as it lacked the stopping power or accuracy of the SRS 99 or M392. Only in a pinch would he use the sidearm, and the SPARTAN rarely fell into a pinch.

Along with the weapons and ammunition, Jun collected several fragmentation grenades and medical kits. Again, Jun wasn't likely to use them unless things got especially dicey, but he lived by the old saying taught to him by his superiors during training.

_Best to have and not need them, than to need and not have them._

An explosion rocked the armory, causing everyone to look up at the ceiling before an alarm blared over the intercom.

**"ALERT! COVENANT SHIPS HAVE OPENED FIRE ON CASTLE BASE AND ARE MASSING TROOPS AT GRID 4-2-DELTA! ALL MILITARY PERSONNEL ARE ORDERED TO RALLY POINT ALPHA FOR DEFENSIVE DEPLOYMENT ORDERS!"**

"_Spartan, I need you in the laboratory on Level Scarlet immediately,_" Halsey demanded over the COMM.

"Negative, ma'am. The Covenant are here, I need to be up top."

"_Despite being outside the military chain of command, you are under ONI's charge as of two hours ago underneath the Babd Catha Ice Shelf. Therefore, you are under my command, and I command you to report to the Omega Wing of Level Scarlet immediately. Is that understood, Warrant Officer?_"

Jun stopped in his tracks and let out a long sigh. This might be his only chance in this detail to engage the Covenant, and the Doctor – a _civilian _doctor – was keeping him from this. But he had no choice other than to follow 'orders'.

"Roger that," Jun grumbled. "I'm on my way."

Packing his last MedKit into his back pouch and sheathing his combat knife, Jun made his way to the elevator. Punching in the necessary codes, the elevator doors quietly closed and Jun felt his stomach shift as the elevator dropped deeper into the complex. In the meantime, Jun set a waypoint to the source of the transmission as he passed Level Turquoise and Level Sage.

With a gentle _ding_, the elevator doors parted and Jun stepped out and onto Level Scarlet. The halls were dimly lit and busy with science personnel rushing back and forth between laboratories. They all seemed to be coming from and going into the same room down the hall, where the waypoint was established.

Jun marched to down the hall, past the panic-stricken scientists, and into the lab. A pair of battle-hardened ODSTs guarded the door, and a sign to the left of the door read '_Artifact Experimentation Lab_'.

If the SPARTAN thought the halls were a mess, the laboratory was a madhouse. At least two dozen scientists were running around various machines, electrical currents arching and racing across the ceiling, while a large platform with hundreds wires and conduits running out of it sat in the dead-center of the room.

The platform was about five feet wide in diameter and made of a stainless metal of some sort, like it had just been created. As Jun moved closer to inspect the platform, he saw that there were no markings on it; no signs of any tool even creating it. What was this thing?

"Hey," shouted a male scientist from behind him, rushing to pull Jun away. "What do you think…"

Jun turned and the man stopped dead in his tracks. The bald, rail-thin man nervously backed away from the towering SPARTAN before wiping the sweat off his brow.

"You… you need to be careful. One touch and the device could be ruined! Who let you in here, anyway?"

"Relax Milo," Halsey said, stepping from behind a nearby machine. "The Spartan is here for me."

"Right. Of course, Doctor." Milo nodded, and hurried off to another part of the laboratory.

"The man's… jumpy."

"You would be too if the Covenant began an assault right when you were about to achieve a breakthrough." Halsey turned and walked back to her machine, with Jun in tow. "Dr. Borchers is a brilliant man, but he's completely out of his league when it comes to extra-terrestrial artifacts."

"Is that what this is?"

"Discovered just two days before the main Covenant fleet arrived, this was the second of Dr. Lazlo Sorvad's latchkey discoveries." Halsey typed into a keypad, and power began to hum from the computer. "Much like the structure beneath ONI Sword Base, this artifact is of neither Human nor Covenant origin; a civilization pre-dating Humanity."

Halsey re-checked her data pad, then frowned and typed several more times into the keypad.

"However, unlike the previous structure, the device standing in the middle of this room has a very immediate use… a _teleportation grid_."

A teleportation grid? Was that even a reality?

Halsey continued. "Well, technically not a teleportation grid. The device actually generates a micro Slipspace field. It acts much like the standard Slipspace field, only shrunken down to fit objects much smaller than your standard starship."

Jun let out a low whistle. This discovery could change the war… change everything. To be able to transport to any point in the Galaxy was unimaginable.

Halsey sighed. "The only problem is power. Simply activating the device requires massive amounts of energy, energy that isn't readily available. We've had to tap into the generators powering the Orbital Defense Platforms to get the thing running."

"And what about after you activate it," Jun asked. "What do you do then?"

"Since our initial test run, we've had to draw more and more power from the generators to keep the field open long enough to send something through." Halsey switched over to a video previously recorded two days ago. The lights shuddered momentarily, before the eerie blue-purple glow of a Slipspace field appeared from a few feet off the platform. "We began small – a coffee mug, a book, a wrench – before moving on to exponentially larger objects, such as a locker or even a Warthog."

"Is it accurate?"

"The species that created this device had a much greater understanding of Slipspace than ourselves or even the Covenant. If my theories are correct, they were able to use travel through Slipspace with pinpoint accuracy."

Someone off screen held out a coffee mug and then threw it into the Slipspace field. The mug vanished into the vortex, before the device was shut down and the lights restored to full power.

"Results were promising; our contacts reported that all objects sent through the portal returned completely intact. Prior to the Covenant's invasion of Reach, we were preparing our first live test subject."

Everything clicked in that instant for Jun. It was why Halsey didn't put up more resistance to Jun escorting her, it was why Halsey never dropped Jun off at some battle, and it was why he was brought to this very laboratory.

"So you want me to be your guinea pig?"

"Correct. You don't want to be here anymore than I want you here." Halsey turned from the computer screen and looked up to Jun. "You're a Spartan, not a bodyguard. I can see from your discomfort that you would rather give your life to save a doomed planet than wait out the coming storm."

Halsey turned back to the computer and began monitoring data charts and energy readings. "It's your choice, Spartan. Either stay here and hide, going against everything you know as a soldier. Or step through the portal, regroup with our ground forces and fight against the inevitable."

Before Jun could make his decision, he heard screams and gunfire, coupled with the whine of discharging plasma, coming from outside the laboratory door. The three-burst rattle of assault rifles started to slacken with each discharge of plasma, and Jun could hear the panicked calls of the Marines guarding the lab.

"This is Watchdog-9, repeat Watchdog-9! We have a security breach in the Omega Wing! Stealth commandos have broken through and taken out the security detail! Send a squad down to–"

The sound of superheated energy meeting human flesh was the last thing Jun heard from outside the laboratory, as he saw the ODST lifted several feet in the air with an energy sword impaled in his abdomen.

The soldier was thrown aside and the door kicked open. A Field Marshall Elite roared a challenge, and opened fire on the room as two more black armor-clad split-chins followed behind him and let loose from their plasma rifles. The superheated gas and energized blades tore through the non-alien personnel in the room, dropping them like flies. It was akin to sharks tearing into a school of fish in the oceans of Earth.

The Covenant must have sent in an advanced strike team to neutralize the enemy forces inside the structure before their main assault began. Combined with the ferocity of their Elite warriors and advanced stealth technology, it was an ingenious tactic. The only thing the Covenant couldn't have counted on, though, was that there would be a SPARTAN there to help defend CASTLE Base.

Jun instinctively pushed Halsey below the equipment and ducked for cover. The SPARTAN would normally use his SRS 99, but the range was too close. Frag grenades were out of the question, as the shrapnel would damage the sensitive equipment.

Jun switched to his M392 and wheeled around from cover and opened fire. The 7.62x51mm round erupted from the barrel and crashed into the lead Elite's shields, flaring a brilliant silver, as the warrior-alien continued to charge. The rifle spat several more rounds at the foe, until the shields failed and a final round entered through the alien's shark-like head and exited violently. Purple blood, mixed with bits of skull, armor and brain-matter exploded out of the back of the beast's elongated head with the bullet impacting with the wall near the entrance.

The first Elite's lifeless body hadn't even hit the ground before Jun set his sights on the next Elite. A duo of blue-white plasma bolts raced past Jun's head and melted a portion of the wall on the other side of the room, but a third slammed into his chest and drained a portion of his shields away.

Jun spun around and emptied his remaining clips into the black-armored Elite. Bullets bouncing into its shields, the Elite continued to fire away, plasma pouring out of the rifle until it overheated. With Jun's shields down to ten percent, Jun continued to advance towards Elite, bullets racing out of the barrel and crashing with alien shields.

Just as the shields of the Elite failed, Jun's clip emptied. The mandibles of the Elite formed into a sharp-toothed smile as Jun ejected the clip from the DMR and searched for a new one. The Elite aimed the blue rifle and Jun, noticing his shields only at twenty percent and just starting to climb, closed his eyes and prepared to accept his fate.

The frail Dr. Borchers emerged from behind a monitor and swung a giant wrench with all his might, connecting with the side of the Elite's head. The Elite recoiled, its shields completely gone. Jun was still in the process of fishing a clip out of his pouch before the towering beast turned to the doctor and picked him up with its free hand. The doctor kicked wildly before the split-chin wrenched its hand and a sickening snapping sound was heard.

The doctor's head hung at a sickly angle, fear-stricken face staring back at Jun, before the Elite threw the doctor at Halsey's station. The limp body collided with the equipment, and Jun could hear the familiar whine of electricity powering up.

Jun ignored the dimming lights as he slapped a fresh clip into the rifle and let loose with everything he had. Jun emptied the entire clip into the dazed Elite, bullets ripping through flesh and leaving bloody pocket marks.

The Elite staggered, purple blood oozing from each wound, as it tried to regain its footing and make another charge at the Warrant Officer. The Elite let out a powerful war cry before Jun put a round dead center in its menacing face, putting the beast out of its misery.

A micro-Slipspace field generated behind Jun, with the lights almost completely dark. Jun slipped in a fresh clip, and searched the darkness for the Field Marshall Elite.

"Doctor Halsey," Jun shouted, DRM scanning the barren lab. "Shut that thing down!"

Halsey furiously tapped at the controls, silently swearing with each error message she received. "They're not responding! Power levels are reaching critical!"

The energy build up continued, and the once deep blue portal began to grow brighter. Just when the whine of energy reached deafening levels, the Field Marshall emerged from the shadows and tackled Jun into the portal.

Seconds after the Elite and Jun entered the portal, sparks flew from the machinery and electricity arched wildly from the platform before the portal blinked from existence.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Well, there you have it. Please note that I did not come up with the events that led to Jun ending up at CASTLE Base. That credit belongs entirely to DeviantArt user **LeviWasTaken/Leviathan **and his digital (and sadly) non-canon fan** **comic** _A_ _Fistful of Arrows_**, whose events I'm using and tweaking to fit my story. If you're a fan of Halo, I HIGHLY recommend you give it a read.**

**Remember to read and review!**


	2. The Forever Desert

**A/N: Happy New Year everyone! In a belated Christmas gift to you all, here is the second chapter of Noble's Eye. I apologize for it taking so long to get finished, as I have two other projects to work on plus my job in the real world.**

**DISCLAIMER: I own nor take credit for any of the characters created by Bungie Studios and 343 Industries or Lucasfilm.**

* * *

><p>The moment Jun was tackled into the alien portal by the Elite Commando, Jun felt the firsthand effects of a Slipspace transition. His body stretched and flattened itself beyond all possible recognition. His tendons, bones and muscles were being strained past any reasonable point, the distorted effects of gravity and physics tugging and pulling on him without mercy.<p>

The world around him burst into a spectacular display of colors and patterns; flashes of red, spots of gold and blue, streaks of vibrant purples and greens. It felt as if here were being flattened into a piece of paper, body collapsing and folding in on itself until there was nothing left but an entirely flat surface.

Jun was just as tough as any of the other SPARTANs, but this pain was indescribable. A distorted shout of pain escaped his lips as he fought to keep his vision from fading.

Suddenly, as if the Universe decided to shine light on the darkness, bright blue sky and yellow sand replaced the mixed colors of Slipspace. Jun felt his entire body stitching back together as he exited the wormhole, falling about ten feet onto the sand and rolling for several seconds down a seemingly endless sand dune.

When the SPARTAN stopped rolling, he shook the sand off his helmet and quickly readied his DMR, scanning the new desert. He tried to key a COMM line to Halsey, but all he got was dead silence. In fact, his Head's Up Display was offline, and so too were his shields. Nothing was working, but that wasn't what frightened him.

What frightened Jun was that he couldn't locate the Sangheili he was sent through the rift with. The blaring sun and coverless desert couldn't hide the Elite for long, no matter how well its stealth camouflage worked.

Jun's search abruptly ended when he dodged an energy blade that materialized out of thin air. The SPARTAN ducked just as the blade swiped through the air, the sword of pure energy missing by mere inches.

Jun fired a trio of rounds from his DMR, crashing three feet in front of Jun and revealing the menacing alien in front of him. One of the bullets must have punched through its tough hide, as purple blood oozed out of the wound.

The commando Elite roared a challenge at Jun, who tossed aside his own weapon and unsheathed his combat knife. Very rarely did Jun rely on his last line of defense, but he was just as lethal with the knife as he was with any other weapon at his disposal.

The two circled in the sand, measuring each other up before making the first move. While a direct hit from the energy blade would cut right through him regardless of having his shields functioning properly, Jun missed the extra layer of protection. But he remembered that Mendez told him to not rely solely on technology in battle. Jun had to make sure his strikes were precise and deadly, because he wouldn't get another chance against the veteran Elite.

The split-chinned alien bellowed another roar, mandibles wide and spittle flying, and attacked Jun. While the loose sand prevented the Elite from charging at Jun, it also prevented Jun from lunging. Jun would have to carefully move inside the Elite's reach and do the damage from there.

The Elite made its already impressive reach greater with each swipe from the white-hot energy blade, quickly closing the distance between the SPARTAN and itself with its aggressive advances and attacks.

Jun continued to dodge and evade the swift strikes from the Sangheili, boots sinking deeper and deeper into the sand as the beast showed no signs of slowing down or tiring out. Jun had to wait for the right moment to strike or else he would be done for.

Jun's patience soon paid off when the Commando's footing slipped in a loose portion of sand, opening its once perfect base to attack. Jun did his best to explode from the ankle-deep sand and lunged for the Elite, form-tackling it into the burning sand, expertly transitioning to a full guard and utilizing the ground-and-pound.

As the SPARTAN's armored fists collided with the Elite's angular face, the beast's silver shields crackled until they finally shattered. Jun continued to rain blows upon the split-chinned alien, purple blood, spittle and sharp teeth flying each time a gauntlet of the MJOLNIR armor connected with the Elite.

With the beast dazed, Jun pinned the sword-holding wrist of the Sangheili and plunged the 20 centimeter combat blade straight into the Elite's throat. The Elite's orange eyes bulged as it snapped its jaws at the SPARTAN while purple blood flowed uncontrollably from the neck wound.

The Elite continued to squirm in the sand, trying desperately to stop the blood-loss as it sunk deeper and deeper into the dune while Jun held the knife firm. After a few more of squirming and clawing at Jun's orange-red visor, the Elite's motions ceased. Jun removed the knife from the dead alien's throat and began wiping away the purple blood.

As Jun cleaned his combat knife, the Elite broke the silence with one last attack on the SPARTAN and swung the still-active energy blade. But the human was faster; with lightning-quick speed, Jun grabbed the Elite's wrist with one hand and delivered a powerfully quick jab to the forearm, shattering the bones within. The Elite shouted in pain, dropping the energy blade. Jun caught the blade in one hand and sunk the weapon deep in the Elite's chest. The alien's head lurched up before crashing back to the sand, lifeless.

Jun retrieved the energy weapon from the Sangheili's chest, deactivated it and clamped it to his free hip clamp. He was no hand-to-hand combat expert, but it couldn't hurt to keep it close just in case.

Jun went to pick up his DMR and sniper rifle from the golden sand and check his bearings. Even with his HUD, communications and shields offline, Jun knew something wasn't right.

For starters, there were no deserts on Reach, or at least none with this kind of sand. Most of the wastelands on Reach were more rocky and arid compared to where this desert was pure sand and little else.

Second, none of Reach's mountain ranges were visible in the horizon. Despite being a relatively young planet, Reach was littered with vast mountain ranges, none more famous than the towering Highland Mountains in the Viery Territory. In fact, there were no noticeable planetary features in any direction; just sand, sand and more sand.

Third, there were no signs of a battle taking place on either the ground or in the space surrounding Reach. Just minutes ago the entire Covenant fleet was descending upon Reach, with thousands upon thousands of Covenant infantry and armor battling it out with the brave men and women of the UNSC. There were, however, no skirmishes being fought in the distance or overhead. Nothing but blue skies were all that could be seen.

Except for the dual suns.

Jun couldn't help but stare at the two blazing suns overhead in the searing heat. It was the telltale sign that he was no longer on Reach. Hell, he wasn't even in normal UNSC space; no system in the known galaxy that had human colonies had two suns.

Jun sighed and looked for any signs of civilization in the vast desert. The two suns played hell with the shadows, so Jun couldn't even tell what time it was. All of Jun's tracking skills were useless when he didn't even know where he was.

Suddenly, Jun heard a pop and smelled a strong layer of ozone. He saw a golden wave envelop him as his HUD returned to life. His motion tracker, shield bar and digital compass winked online as he could hear the hum of energy build up in his armor. Jun ran a diagnostic on his armor, and mostly everything was running at 100%. The only systems that were either still offline or not functioning properly were temperature control and communications. Although Jun suspected his COMMS were just unable to pick anything up rather than being damaged, he played it cautious and shut them down.

Jun continued to look around for signs of life when he thought he found something a few feet away. He jogged over and found a trail of what looked to be footprints leading south. The trail of footprints seemed to go on for miles, over several large sand dunes and well into the horizon.

Jun gathered his DMR from the sand, flipped its safety _on_, and started following the trail. While he doubted he could find any help, Jun knew he had to do something before he ran out of supplies.

Jun had been traveling for miles across the desert when the suns were setting. As the dueling suns dipped below the horizon, Jun could feel the temperature drop with each passing second. He checked tried switching his temperature moderator on and noted that it was still not functioning properly.

Jun knew that the temperature would continue to drop as the suns went down until it was below freezing, and with no signs of shelter or fuel for a fire anywhere, he was stuck in the open against the elements.

When the suns finally dipped below the horizon, the temperature dropped exponentially. Jun silently swore that it was the temperature control that shorted out and not something less useful like his GPS chip.

With the light all but gone, Jun switched on his night-vision and continued on the trail, not stopping or resting until he found something that could help him get back to the UNSC and Reach.

The thought of returning to Reach filled Jun with a mix of anticipation and apprehension. On the one hand, it was sworn duty to protect Earth and all her colonies against the might of the Covenant Empire, even if it meant sacrificing himself so that Reach may live on. Even if he died with a rifle in his hands, his last wish was to see Reach live on.

On the other hand, Halsey herself said Reach was a doomed planet, regardless of the defensive stand the UNSC put up; no matter how much humanity won on the ground, they would always be outmatched and outgunned in ship-to-ship combat.

As much as Jun was fiercely loyal to the UNSC, he was a realist at heart. He knew Reach would fall, but there was always a part of him that always hoped humanity would pull through and defend their world. But as much as Jun believed there was a small chance the Covenant could be stopped, he knew it just wasn't possible unless a miracle happened.

As Jun continued to follow the trail in the freezing night, he was hopeful that Doctor Sorvad's "Latch-Key" discovery and Doctor Halsey's A.I. were the answers humanity needed to beat back the Covenant war machine.

* * *

><p>The suns finally rose on the seemingly endless desert and Jun was exhausted. He had spent the entire night following the endless trail through the frigid desert, nearly freezing to death as he continued to search for some signs of life on this planet.<p>

With the two suns quickly warming up the air around the SPARTAN, Jun removed his helmet and took his first break since he arrived on this planet.

The sweat that had formed and stuck to his skin as he journey across to scorching desert had frozen to his skin throughout the night, dropping his core body temperature to dangerously low levels.

Jun began rummaging through his pouches, looking for signs of food and water inside, but came away empty handed. Thinking the defense of Castle Base would surely be his final battle, Jun didn't even consider packing provisions.

How could this happen? How could Jun, a SPARTAN, forget to pack something as important as food and water? He had never lost or misplaced a round of ammunition or field-tool, yet he completely forgot to pack the two things needed for long-term survival.

The past two days have not been kind to the SPARTAN, nor would the foreseeable future.

He took one last breath of the unfiltered air, put his helmet back on and continued following the trail of footsteps through the desert. He would just have to quicken his pace if he wanted to find help sooner.

Several hours passed by and Jun had come across another, much larger set of tracks. Unlike the footsteps Jun had been following, these were massive tracks that resembled tank treads, only significantly larger and grouped much closer together.

Based on the direction of the tread-pattern, it appeared the vehicle recently came through here; an hour ago, two at the most. The smaller set of tracks disappeared, so Jun assumed that either whatever made them was destroyed or abducted by the pilots of the vehicle.

With nothing to do but continue, Jun began following the treadmarks in hope that he could find someone who could help him.

Before long, the terrain shifted and Jun entered the mouth to a large canyon. Something didn't feel right about the canyon to Jun; it was as if something was watching him the second he entered it.

Faint blips on the motion tracker appeared and disappeared, but they were so rapid it was difficult to pinpoint what they were.

Jun continued through the canyon, the setting suns casting long shadows on the tall rock formations as the super-soldier kept a wary eye open for whoever or whatever was following him.

Time past as Jun continued to follow the treadmarks, the sunlight growing dimmer and dimmer until there was only moonlight. The sickly-green glow of the MJOLNIR night-vision kept Jun on the trail, while his eyes quickly glanced back to the motion tracker every now and then.

There had been sporadic red dots appearing on the fringe of his sensors' range for quite some time now, but those pings were moving closer and joined by more red dots. He knew he was being watched, but Jun continued to play dumb and allow whatever was stalking him.

Puffs of dust, falling rocks and hissing sounds kept Jun on high alert, gripping his DMR tighter as he silently followed the trail. Whatever was following him had grown in numbers and was beginning the close in on his position, as shown by the half-dozen angry red dots.

What leapt from a canyon wall and landed in front of the SPARTAN was something Jun would never forget. Even without the sickly green night-vision, it was one of the strangest looking creatures the young soldier would ever see.

Standing before Jun was a massive lizard-creature – about 10 meters tall and 30 meters long – with yellow-brown skin, acidic yellow eyes and razor sharp teeth. The giant lizard beared its teeth as it slowly advanced towards the SPARTAN commando, circling around the armored human as it sized up its potential dinner.

Soon another of the lizards dropped down, then another, and then another. A total of four of the lizard-creatures, hissing and biting at each other to get first piece of the miniscule human soldier, had surrounded Jun in an instant. Jun wheeled around as quickly as he could, aiming his DMR at each creature to ward them off.

A piercing roar was heard in the distance, and two of the lizard-creatures separated as another of the oversized lizards came out of the darkness. This one, however, was even larger than the others. It also sported red-brown skin, empty black eyes and a set of demonic horns on top of its head.

The creature was at least ten times larger than Jun, and looked at the SPARTAN as if it were an insect to be played with before consumption. It roared at Jun and quickly charged, showing its thousands of sharpened teeth as it hungered for the SPARTAN.

Jun brought his DMR up and fired a trio of shots at its torso, but that only proved to piss it off. The 7.62x51mm rounds penetrated the leathery skin of the lizard and lime-green blood spurted out of each wound, but the creature kept charging.

Jun fired several more shots before dodging out of the way of a downward strike from its front claw. Dirt and dust exploded where the claw slammed into the earth, and Jun looked up just quick enough to see a long tail slam into him and send him flying into the rock wall.

Jun's impact with the stalagmite caused it to crumble before he crashed to the ground, shields dropping to 25%. Jun rolled out of the way of another two strikes. Despite the large size of the creature, it was incredibly swift and agile. Even with his augmented senses and quickness, Jun had trouble keeping up with the massive reptile.

The creature charged at Jun, staggered by each bullet wound it received as it attacked the S-III. Jun went to reload when the lizard pressed and again lunged at him, swiping Jun away into another rock wall.

The force of the hit by the lizard collapsed Jun's shields, while the collision with the rock wall caused the air in his lungs to violently escape. The S-III knew bones had cracked and muscles had torn as he tried to pick himself up off the dried dirt path.

As Jun's vision slowly began to clear, he couldn't find slot for the clip in his M392. In fact, he wasn't even holding the DMR anymore. Jun was holding nothing but a fresh magazine for the rifle, and he knew he was in trouble.

Vision still blurred from the damage he'd taken battling with this creature, Jun's hand felt around for his SRS99. Although his vision was starting to clear up and he could see basic shapes and colors, it was all still blobs to him; he might as well have been blind.

The lizard saw the miniscule prey stagger around and decided it was time to finish the job. The alien charged, roaring as loud and forceful as it could. Jun could feel the earth tremble beneath him as the creature moved closer and closer to its prey.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Jun grabbed hold of the butt of his trusted sniper rifle and placed it against his shoulder. The normally heavy rifle felt as light as a feather to the SPARTAN as he readied the rifle and took aim.

While his vision was still cloudy, Jun's memory was clear. He remembered that his enemy had withstood an entire clip of 7.62x51mm rounds. He remembered that he only aimed at its torso and limbs. He remembered how wide it's head was yet how narrow it's face was.

With the alien lizard quickly and angrily approaching, Jun thumbed the safety of the SRS to _off_ and aimed slightly upwards… right where it's face would be. Jun glanced at the motion tracker and saw that the reptilian was now just a few feet away.

At this range, Jun couldn't miss. With his training and experience with the weapon, he _wouldn't_ miss.

With quickness that surprised even himself, Jun squeezed the trigger and fired off four 14.5x114mm rounds directly into the creature's head, right between the eyes. Large chunks of skin, skull, gore and brain matter exploded out of the lizard's cranium, and it instantly collapsed to the ground with a loud thud, skidding until it stopped inches away from Jun.

The other reptilians saw the alpha of their pack lie motionless on the dirt path, green blood pooling underneath its head. They communicated with each other using short chirps and hisses, and they quickly left the area without turning back.

Jun's vision fully returned as he went over to inspect the damage. The tight grouping of Anti-Matériel rounds tore large gaping wounds in the leathery flesh of the colossal reptilian, leaving bloody and unsettling exit wounds in the back of its long head.

With the sun having already set and the threat of those creatures still a reality, Jun decided to set up camp. He could use some of the remains of the lizard as fuel for a fire, and he could use the meat for food, as he hadn't eaten in days.

* * *

><p>Jun wandered aimlessly across the scorching hot sand of a desert he wasn't familiar with, on a planet that he didn't know existed, in a solar system that shouldn't exist.<p>

His legs could only move forward, his rifle hung limply in his hands and his mind was lost in a fog. It had been three days since Jun had anything to drink and the meat of the lizard-creature he slayed the previous night was very salty, accelerating the dehydration process.

And if it were even possible, it seemed the sun was even more blisteringly hot today than it was the previous two days. He wasn't sure if he was hallucinating, but Jun could've sworn the suns were growing larger and closer with each passing hour.

Jun wasn't sure where he was going, how long he had been moving, or even if the large treadmarks were going in this direction. He just had to keep his legs moving so that he wouldn't stop. He _couldn't_ stop, or else he would die on this alien world.

In the white-hot desert, with no shade except for a few stray rocks, and with nothing around him except for a pack of carnivorous-looking birds circling above him, all Jun could do was keep moving forward and hope he found shelter soon.

* * *

><p>Luke rolled over in his bed, looked at his timer and groaned. He laid in bed for a few minutes more before Uncle Owen called to him.<p>

"Come on, Luke! You've got to go and check those moisture vaporators before you go into Mos Eisley today!"

Luke groaned again as he picked himself off of his uncomfortable bed and readied himself for yet another mind-numbingly boring day working on his uncle's moisture farm. It's what he'd been doing since he was a child, and it's what he'd be doing for the rest of his life unless he found a way off this rock.

"Luke," Owen shouted from another room. "Get moving right now!"

Luke fully readied himself for the daily chores around his family's moisture farm. It was needed on planets with arid climates where fresh water was a scarcity, for farming and life in general.

Luke went over to check a panel on one of the vaporators. The small spire-like object's panel opened up to reveal a display of over a dozen separate blinking lights and dials.

Luke pressed a series of buttons and sparks flew, causing the farm boy to jump back and shield his face from the electrical discharge.

"Uncle Owen," Luke said, looking lost and flinging his arms in the air in confusion. "When's that damn Jawa transporter coming with the droids? I can't make heads or tails of the binary readings on this thing."

"Should be here tomorrow. And not a moment too soon, I might add."

Luke sighed and shut the maintenance hatch. He went to head back inside when he saw something in the distance. It was a large shadow, slowly moving across the white-hot Tatooine sands, loosely holding some sort of weapon.

"Uncle Owen," Luke called out, unsure of what to do.

Owen looked up from his sensor display, shielding his eyes from the rising suns. His eyes widened when he saw the same shadowy figure Luke saw. The figure continued towards them, slowly. It staggered in the intense heat, before abruptly stopping and collapsing a dozen feet away from the two.

Luke raced out to where the figure collapsed and stopped a few feet short when he saw what the figure really was.

"Luke, get back here," Owen exclaimed, trying his best to bring back his nephew. When the foolish boy didn't listen, the elderly Owen sharply huffed before racing after Luke.

It was a massive, pale-green armored creature, holding one weapon while two others, a knife and a strange metal object were attached to various parts of its body. Dirt covered most of the armor, and what wasn't covered in dirt showed dents and dried-up purple and lime-green liquid.

Whatever this thing was, it had just been through one hell of a journey. Luke looked to the direction it came from, but couldn't see anything past the blinding glare of the suns. Instead, he took a few cautious steps closer to the figure to get a better look at its armor.

Luke had never seen anything like the armor lying before him. It was nothing like the sterile-white plastoid armor of the Stormtroopers, nor was it as patchwork and intricate as the Mandalorian armor he had heard so much about from his friend Boshen. Upon closer inspection, Luke saw that there was a black bodysuit underneath the dull-green armor.

A helmet of matching color hid whatever creature was underneath. As Luke went to remove the helmet, catching a clear reflection of himself in the orange-gold visor, the young farm boy thought against it and moved away from the helmet.

As Luke moved his vision downward, he saw red liquid slowly dripping from a puncture wound around its thigh area. As Luke went to take a closer look at the wound, a haggard cough and weak groan were heard from the figure. The cough was so sudden it made Luke jump back several feet.

_At least it's an organic…_

"Luke," Owen shouted, holding a large wrench. "Luke, get back from it!"

Luke regained his composure and pointed back to the leg wound "But it's hurt! It needs our help!"

"And whatever trouble following that thing will come our way. Best leave it and pretend like nothing happened."

Luke, being the stubborn person he was, refused to let this person lay here and die. Disobeying his uncle, Luke went over to drag the armored man into their hut.

"It's going to be alright," Luke whispered, placing his arms underneath the man's arms.

Luke tried with all his strength to move the creature, but it weighed a ton. The boy's arms nearly popped out of their sockets trying to unsuccessfully move it before he gave up.

"Uncle, help me," Luke said, struggling mightily to move the man in armor.

Owen turned, saw that his nephew had disobeyed him, and shook his head.

_Stubborn, just like his father._

Against his better judgment, Owen hurried over and did everything he could to drag the armored being inside their hut. It took thirty minutes just to get him on a power loader, plus another ten to get it inside, but the two finally moved the heavily armored creature inside the shaded shelter.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Don't forget to review and follow/favorite after reading. **


	3. Informal Introductions

**A/N: For waiting so patiently, I finally present to you Chapter 3 of _Noble's Eye_. I should warn you, these first few chapters won't have much action and gun fighting in them. They're mostly build-ups to the greater set pieces of the films and what I have in store for Jun as a character.**

**Once again, S/O to _LucDragoon_ for giving this a beta read and helping me with what needed fixing.**

**DISCLAIMER: I own none of the characters in this story.**

* * *

><p>Jun's clouded vision began to clear as he came to. He groaned and took ragged breaths as he rolled over in the hard cot. Several noticeable features immediately stood out to Jun as he came to.<p>

First, Jun's helmet was off, a major breach of hostile territory protocol. Whatever had taken off his helmet was sophisticated enough to grab hold and twist the helmet. From what Jun had seen of this planet, the fact that there was an intelligent, sentient population was astounding.

Second, Jun was no longer in the blistering heat. Rather, he was inside a relatively small hut. The hut he was in was made of either some type of stone or another material he wasn't familiar with that was made to look like stone. The domed ceiling curved slightly as sunshine came in through a skylight. There were work benches and repair tools throughout the room, and various wires and other pieces of machinery were littered around the work areas.

On a small table beside him was a bowl filled with a liquid. Jun rolled over and, upon seeing that it was clearly water, drank it. The water felt good against his lips, as he quickly consumed the liquid and let the bowl fall from his grip.

As Jun finished the water and let the bowl slip from his grasp, he quickly realized there was another person in the room. He looked up to see a person standing over him. How long had he been standing there, and how was he able to sneak up on a SPARTAN?

The young man, probably no older than twenty, had piercing blue eyes that offset the sandy-blonde hair. Behind him were two vastly different-looking robotic units. One was a gold human-shaped robot, the other was a blue-white wheeled trashcan that let out a series of beeps and whistles.

"Oh good, you're up," the boy said. "I was wondering when you were going to wake up… _if _you were going to wake up."

The boy continued. "My name is Luke Skywalker. Do you have a name?" Jun remained silent, carefully observing the young man. "Do you understand what I'm saying? The gold droid over there can translate if you need it to."

As if on cue, the gold robot in the vat of steaming liquid spoke up. "Greetings, sir. I am C-3PO, human-cyborg relations. And my counterpart standing next to you is R2-D2."

Jun sat up in the cot and turned to his right to see the trashcan droid standing next to him, letting out a series of enthusiastic beeps. The droid seemed to lean in slightly, which caused Jun to back away a fraction. He wasn't used to seeing robotic systems this advanced, nor this nosey.

Luke laughed. "I think he's taking a liking to you."

The soldier ignored the remark. "Where are my weapons? And my helmet?"

"Oh good, you speak Basic." Luke replied with a smile. He looked around the workshop for where the weapons and equipment were placed until he saw them near the back of the room. "I think I saw Uncle Owen put them near the back of the room over there."

Jun lifted himself off the cot, towering over the boy and both droids, and quickly made his way towards the back of the room. He soon saw his weapons – all four of them – plus his helmet sitting on a work bench.

"What planet am I on?"

"Tatooine," the boy replied. "The rock farthest away from whatever bright center of the Universe there is."

_Tatooine_. Despite his encyclopedic knowledge of what UNSC-controlled planets were left, Jun had never heard of the name. He had never heard of or seen a planet covered completely in desert and sand.

Coupled with the dual suns and indigenous creatures, a pit began to form in Jun's gut.

Jun took his mind off these larger troubles and began inspecting his SRS, making sure it appeared in working order before he took it apart later to examine it in greater detail, as he would the other weapons aside from the captured energy sword.

Jun next took his MJOLNIR Scout helmet and also gave it a look. Aside from some wear and tear from dozens of ops and his encounter with the reptiles last night, the outside of the helmet appeared in perfect condition. He would run a full diagnostic on it later on, but for now he set it aside as he began disassembling his sniper rifle.

"I've never met a Mandalorian before," Skywalker said, breaking the silence. "What did you do to get that armor?"

Jun had never heard of a 'Mandalorian', but he just assumed it was a warrior-class of this planet.

"That's classified," Jun shortly replied, not looking up from his weapon.

"OK… where did you get those slugthrowers, then?"

"The SRS 99 Anti-Matériel rifle, M392 Designated Marksman Rifle and M6G Personal Defense Weapon System are UNSC standard issue."

Luke cocked his head in confusion. "UNSC? I've never heard of that organization."

Jun turned away from the work station and looked back at the boy, staring at him in disbelief.

"How could you have not heard of the UNSC? Is there a military outpost on this planet, someone I can talk to?"

"The only military you'll find here is the Empire. And I doubt they'd take kindly to your mercenary activities."

Jun was shocked. How has no one heard of the UNSC on this planet? Unless… unless the UNSC truly didn't exist here. Which meant Jun was in a completely new Galaxy. And that chilled him to his very core.

The alien Slipspace generator must have malfunctioned from a power overload and, somehow, sent him halfway across the universe onto this planet. Who knew what kind of life was in this new Galaxy, and what of this 'Empire'? Were they the ruling government? Millions of questions swirled in Jun's mind, but they would have to be asked and answered later.

"If you need anything, I'll be over here working on the droids." Luke turned and headed back to the front of the room, grabbing a toolkit for what Jun assumed was basic repair of the droids.

As Jun returned to working on his SRS, the cylindrical droid – R2-D2, Jun remembered – pleasantly beeped and inched closer to see what Jun was doing.

"Go on," the S-III whispered. "Get out of here."

Jun shooed the droid away, and it let out a series of disappointed sounds before producing a leg from an unseen compartment and wheeled itself over to where the Skywalker boy was.

Jun paid no attention to the conversation between the gold droid and the boy, as he removed the clip from his rifle and ejected each round. Cleaning the fine grains of sand from the clip, Jun still couldn't wrap his head around the fact that he was in a whole other area of space. He had a feeling he wasn't in UNSC space from the fact that this planet orbited two suns, but to not even be in the same Galaxy?

Sitting at the work bench, the Jun felt very small.

Jun heard a crashing noise and turned back to see a blue projection appearing from the smaller droid.

_"Help me, Obi-Wan Kenobi. You're my only hope…"_

The recording looped and the woman in the projection repeated her plea over and over again. Luke was instantly drawn to the woman, who wore an elegant white dress. Jun was drawn to the woman, too, but more so to her message.

"What's this," Luke asked, gaze remaining on the recording.

The blue-white droid beeped several times. "What do you mean 'what is what'? He asked you a question: what is that?"

Silence fell upon the room, as the recording continued to play in a loop over and over. The beeping and whistling of the small droid broke the silence.

"Oh," the gold droid responded. "He says it's nothing, sir. Merely a malfunction, old data. Pay it no attention."

The boy remained transfixed on the recording. "Who is she? She's _beautiful_."

"I'm afraid I'm not quite sure, sir," C-3PO replied, sounding as sincere as a robot could sound. "I think she was a passenger aboard our last voyage. A person of some importance, I believe. Our captain was attached to–"

"Is there any more to this recording," Luke asked, interrupting the gold droid.

Jun ignored the conversation, focusing more on the recording. He studied the look of desperation and despair on the woman's face and the tinge of fear in her voice. Whoever this woman was, she needed help.

Unfortunately for her, it wasn't going to be him. Jun was determined to find a way back to his Galaxy and fight the Covenant. No matter what it cost, he couldn't stay here and rot in the desert while Reach and every other planet burned.

Luke went up to remove something attached to the droid and the recording vanished. The boy, surprised by the sudden removal of the message, grew angry.

"Hey, wait a minute, play it back! Play back the whole message!"

The smaller droid beeped twice, upsetting the gold one.

"What do you mean _what message_?" The gold droid's hand clanged against the top of the trashcan droid. "The one you'd just been playing! The one you're carrying inside your rusting innards!"

Before things could escalate, a woman's voice was heard from outside.

"Luke," Jun heard a woman call from outside. "Luke."

The boy rolled his eyes and called outside. "Be right up." The boy handed what looked like a screwdriver to the gold droid before heading out the door. "Hey, if you're hungry, there's dinner in the main compound."

"Thank you, but that won't be necessary." Jun replied. "I'm going to go over my weapons and leave. I need to find a way home."

"You can't go, not when the suns are going down. Who knows what's out there!"

With the seals locking with a _hiss-snap_, Jun slipped his helmet back on and began attaching his weapons to the magnetic clams on his back and legs. "I survived more than two days alone in the desert. With enough rations and water, I'll be fine."

"It's hundreds of miles from the nearest settlement. Just stay for the night, and first thing tomorrow I'll take you wherever you want to go."

Jun paused. He should be leaving, his instincts screamed at him to leave- to find a way back to Reach or the nearest UNSC-controlled planet.

But there was something about the boy, something he couldn't quite figure out, that made him want to stay.

Jun sighed, removed his helmet and placed it and his weapons on the table closest to the door. "I suppose it couldn't hurt to wait until tomorrow."

"There," Luke said with a smile, light twinkling in his blue eyes. "That wasn't so hard, was it?"

"By the way, you can call me Spartan-A266."

Luke paused, thinking of the significance behind the words and numbers, before letting out a defeated sigh. "That's the most I'm going to get out of you, isn't it?"

"I only tell my name to people I trust. And you'll have to earn that."

* * *

><p>As the two humans – Luke Skywalker and Jun-A266 – left the workshop, R2-D2 and C-3PO were left to their own devices. R2-D2, being the lively droid that he was, was internally reveling in the fact that he had just outwitted his new master into removing the restraining device from his body.<p>

"What are you doing, you troublesome bucket of scrap?"

R2 made several beeping noises as his arm extended into one of the slots of Jun's helmet.

"Examining his systems," Threepio exclaimed in shock. "Are you mad? I don't think that man would like you accessing his armor without his consent."

Artoo let out a series of sharp sounds and whistles, as his robotic arms made subtly maneuvers and movements, using his internal software to access the firewall protecting restricted files.

What took minutes in real time felt like an eternity for the diminutive droid, but he finally cracked through the security of the helmet's software and began downloading files. Many of the files were either standard procedure – star maps, tactical geographical readouts, rendezvous coordinates – or would require more time to analyze – armor schematics, mission logs, UNSC protocols, medical files. But one drive file piqued the interest of the droid, and he beeped and whistled with excitement.

"What do you mean you've found something," the gold droid asked, to which Artoo beeped twice. "Mission recordings, what mission recordings? I highly recommend against this."

Several seconds passed by before another recording appeared from the little droid. This one was of a burning world with gunfire going off all around in the recording and incredibly hostile-looking aliens, while the mysterious soldier was trading fire behind a waist-high wall.

Crouched next to Jun in the recording were three soldiers wearing similar-yet-different armor than his. To his left was a blue-armored soldier wielding a rifle similar to Jun's, shouting orders as the wall in front of him exploded with a light-blue energy bolt.

To his right were two soldiers in grey armor. One had a bowl-shaped helmet with a human skull etched into the visor of the pale-gold helmet, the other had all-grey armor and was firing blindly over the wall.

"Good heavens," Threepio said, amazed at the recording. "What planet is this taken on?"

R2-D2 beeped and squealed several times as the battle raged on.

"Reach? Hmm, I have no record of such a planet's existence."

_"Jun, squad of Jackals," _shouted the blue soldier, with the identifier 'CDR Carter-A259/N-1'._ "Top right, top right! Emile, Six, pop grenades over the wall!"_

The man who's point-of-view this recording was taken from responded with a quartet of sniper fire, dropping each of the shield-wielding aliens with ease before progressing forward with the similar-looking soldiers as explosions sounded around them.

"I am not familiar with the type of non-human life forms on this planet. It must be located somewhere in the Lost Sector."

_"Noble Team, advance!"_

"I must say, this 'Noble Team' would have been most useful in the battle with the Imperials above this planet."

Artoo whistled in agreement as the armored soldiers continued to lay waste to the aliens in front of them without even slowing down.

They eventually progressed into a pyramid-shaped building, fighting deeper and deeper into the facility, fighting off more and more of the alien forces, before stopping in a dead-end. The video skipped ahead and they were underneath an ice shelf, then another prolonged firefight with the hostile aliens.

Artoo again skipped ahead of the recording, showing footage from the back of an aerial vehicle, firing at multiple purple aircraft as the sky above was filled with explosions and ship-to-ship combat.

The recording again skipped ahead to inside a dark science facility. The person making the recording – Jun, R2-D2 recalled – was talking with an older woman about something called 'Slipspace' and a more advanced alien race. Suddenly, the door burst open and a group of the hostile aliens from earlier in the recording – _Elites_, the two recalled – burst through the door and opened fire with their energy weapons, killing all human life forms in the laboratory.

Jun opened fire on the intruders, taking down a number of them before being tackled by an Elite with ornate armor. The recording abruptly cut to static, signaling the end of the mission recording.

"Where is the rest of the footage," C-3PO asked, to which he was responded with several beeps. "Shorted out, from what?"

Something spooked the droid, as he produced his third wheel and left the workshop in a hurry. With the restraining bolt removed, R2 was now free to leave at his discretion. And he decided now was the time.

"Wait, just where do you think _you're_ going," the etiquette droid demanded. "Our new masters would be most displeased with you leaving!"

The droid beeped several times as he left into the desert.

"What do you mean 'secret mission'," Threepio continued, slowly chasing after his counterpart. "Fine, go and get yourself lost out there! But don't expect me to come looking for you!"

Sharp beeps and honks emitted from Artoo as it continued off into the desert.

"How rude."

With night falling quickly, the protocol droid moved back inside as quickly as it could.

* * *

><p>"It would've helped if you said something," Luke said, heading down the stone steps back to the workshop.<p>

"It wasn't my place to get involved with your family affairs," Jun replied, following a few steps behind.

Jun had just sat through what was definitely an awkward meal with the boy's family where he made sure to reveal as little as possible about himself. If there was still a UNSC out there, he wouldn't want to reveal everything about what he was and what his mission was. To the general public, and even most of the UNSC, the SPARTAN-III Program was above top-secret.

For all he knew, these people could be rebels or at least rebel sympathizers. If word were to spread there was a class of secret SPARTANs, let alone one comprised of war orphans thrown into missions with 100% expected casualty rates, the Insurrectionist propaganda would have a field day with it and use it as a rallying cry for those on the fence towards the UNSC.

"I'm sorry about storming off, by the way," Luke said. "It's just… I don't get it sometimes. I don't get why he won't let go live my own life."

Jun stayed quiet, still trying to come to terms with what has happened in the past three days. It was best he stay out of petty family quarrels. Being an orphan, it wasn't like he would have much insight into the matter at hand anyway.

Luke stopped at the bottom of the steps, noticing how quiet it was and how there were no droids walking and rolling around. As the boy looked around for the droids, Jun tensed up, sensing a possible ambush. But his worries were for naught as Luke pulled a device from his belt and pressed it. The black remote-looking object emitted a buzzing sound as something shifted from behind a machine.

It was the gold humanoid droid, C-3PO, throwing his arms in the air and stepping from the shadows.

"What are you doing back there," Luke asked, putting away the device.

"It wasn't my fault, sir," the droid pleaded, yellow-lit eyes contrasting the darkness of the workshop. "Please don't deactivate me! I told him not to go, but he wouldn't listen! He's malfunctioning, babbling on and on about his mission!"

Luke, realizing what has happened, raced outside to see if he could find R2. Jun followed quickly, while Threepio moved as quickly as he could.

Skywalker, holding a pair of binoculars, moved outside the compound to get a better look with the binoculars as night began to fall on the planet. He scanned the desert as Jun and C-3PO made it up the steps.

"That R2-unit has always been trouble," Threepio reasoned. "These astro-droids are getting quite out of hand. Even I can't understand their logic at times."

"How could I be so stupid," Luke said, viewing device glued to his eyes. "Blast it!" Luke brought the device away from his eyes. "Thermal's got nothing, I've lost him. Whatever direction the little guy went in, he's long gone."

While Luke's thermal binoculars couldn't see where the little droid went, Jun could. Even without the magnification and scanning equipment in his helmet, Jun's bioengineered eyes could see everything; he possessed as close to night vision as possible.

He searched and searched the sands for any kind of sign of where the droid went… found it.

"It went that way," Jun said, pointing northwest of the compound, past a formation of sand dunes.

Luke looked at him in astonishment, turning back to the dark desert as he strained his eyes to see anything, before looking back at him.

"How could you see it," he asked, flipping his arms in the air and sounding exasperated.

"Let's say I have good tracking skills." Jun turned back and headed towards inside the compound. "I can catch up to it faster if I leave right now."

Luke sprinted from his spot just to catchup to the S-III. "It's too dangerous right now. There's sand people and other kinds of danger."

"I've been through worse." Jun continued inside to gather his helmet and weapons.

Luke followed close behind, still trying to persuade Jun not to go. "Just wait till morning and then we'll go look."

"Excuse me," the gold droid chimed in. "But the odds of finding R2 _would_ increase exponentially if the both of you were to look for him."

"Luke," the older man shouted from outside, interrupting the conversation. "Luke, I'm shutting the power down."

"Alright I'll be there in a few minutes," Luke shouted, heading in a different direction before running a hand through his hair. "Boy, am I gonna get it!"

Luke turned back to Jun, still standing by his equipment. "There isn't much down here, but you can rest over there. It should do you fine for the night."

Again, Jun considered leaving for the moment. The boy and droid would only slow him down, and he could definitely hold his own against whatever else this desert had to throw at him. And the wheeled droid couldn't get too far, not in this terrain.

And again, he couldn't bring himself to leave. They needed his help, and he was possibly their best chance to get back the little droid.

"It'll do," Jun said, taking a seat by the cot. "Thank you."

Luke smiled as he and C-3PO headed up the steps towards the main compound. Jun caught the tail end of their conversation about the other droid before he began the long and arduous process of removing his MJOLNIR Mark V armor.

It didn't matter how experienced he was in removing the armor himself, it was still a pain in the ass without UNSC technicians assisting him to safely and efficiently remove the heavy power armor. Each piece had to be carefully removed and placed or else important sensors and equipment would be damaged and need repair.

After Jun finally removed his armor and placed it on a nearby worktable, he opened a small hatch near the fusion reactor of the back-plate, accessing a keypad. Jun typed in a specific sequence of numbers and the green and blue lights along the armor simultaneously changed to orange, signifying the MJOLNIR armor was in lockdown.

If any of the residents of the compound tried to access his armor in any way, they would be greeted by the detonation of the reactor powering the armor, killing everyone in the immediate radius of the blast.

While they seemed like innocent people, Jun had to be careful. There was no telling what kind of trouble was out here.

With this armor squared away and weapons placed in an area that he could quickly reach them, Jun moved to his temporary bed and laid his tall frame on the cot. The S-III placed his arms behind his head as he stared at the stony ceiling, noticing the unobscured stars through the skylight. The otherworldly stars were beautiful to look at, and the gentle humming of whatever power was left running was soothing.

Living his entire life in military bases and on starships, Jun could never sleep in absolute silence. The only times he could was in cryo-sleep on long Slipspace voyages. And considering the only places he had slept in the past week were either in blown out buildings, makeshift camp sites in a rock canyon or inside skeletal remains, it was nice to be sleeping on a cot inside a home that hadn't been abandoned.

* * *

><p>Morning arrived and Jun was up and moving, activating and putting on his armor as fast as he could by the time the Skywalker boy and gold Threepio quietly made it down to the workshop, surprising them that the S-III was ready to go so quickly. The trio then entered into Skywalker's transport – a sand-speeder, Jun recalled – and sped off into the desert to search for the missing droid.<p>

As Jun sat on the back of the speeder, DMR resting in his hands and SRS magnetically attached to his back, he silently noted the use of anti-gravity as a means of transportation rather than the standard combustion-engine and wheeled transportation they used on Reach and the other UNSC colonies. Aside from marveling at the difference in technology, Jun kept his mind clear on the objective….

_Find the droid, get it back to its rightful place with the Skywalkers, then head to the nearest city to find transportation._

"I've got a droid reading on the scanner, dead ahead," Luke said, showing the scanning device to C-3PO and Jun. "It might be our little R2 unit!"

The speeder accelerated and clouds of dust kicked up behind the vehicle as it raced across the arid wastelands of Tatooine. They continued to follow the signal as it took them out of the open desert and into a rockier canyon.

Jun immediately recognized where they were; it was where he wandered a few nights ago following a set of giant tracks and was forced to fight off the monstrous reptile. Jun's grip on the rifle tightened as they passed underneath a bridge-like formation and into an open valley and his vision focused around the tops of the cliffs for any more of the lizard creatures.

The readings grew stronger as they continued through the canyon until Jun caught a glimpse of a reflection of sunlight in the distance. Skywalker must've seen it, too, as he pointed out to the glare. The boy eased off the accelerator as they moved closer and closer to the source of the glare, and sure enough it was the R2 droid trying to make it way through the rocky terrain as possible.

The vehicle eventually glided to a stop just behind the droid, who was beginning to have trouble climbing over the ever-increasing rocks.

The three disembarked from the speeder and walked to intercept the droid, beeping and whistling rapidly as it tried to continue.

"Slow down there," Luke said, jogging in front of R2. "Just where do you think you're going, little buddy?"

The little droid continued to beep as the gold droid walked up to it, standing over it like a disappointed father would to a child.

"Master Luke is your rightful owner now! There will be no more of this 'Obi-Wan Kenobi' gibberish!" The "Don't try to talk to them about your mission. You're lucky neither of them blast you to smithereens!"

"No, no, it's quite alright," Luke calmly responded. "I think we'd better go and forget this whole thing."

"I agree," Jun replied, eyes kept focused on the rock walls. "I'd rather not be out here any longer than we have to be."

As Jun turned and moved towards the speeder, R2 rattled in place as he made several high-pitched noises.

"What's wrong with him now," Luke asked.

Threepio listened to the series of noises coming from the droid. "He says there are several creatures approaching from the southeast."

Jun's attention perked at this new information. "Did it say how far out?"

"I can't say," the droid replied. "He only says that they are approaching and nothing else."

With a muted sigh, Jun looked to his motion tracker and saw nothing. He expanded its range to over ten miles, more than enough to see anything coming. And sure enough, there were two large red dots heading their way from the southeast only five miles from here, moving at a fair pace.

Luke jogged back to the vehicle and grabbed a long-barreled rifle. "Sand people," he muttered, heading through the rocky path with C-3PO staggering behind.

Jun switched to his SRS and followed the boy along the path. They continued for some time, with Jun making glances at his motion tracker to determine just how far they were from the approaching threat. Whatever it was that had disturbed the boy, it was enough to cause him to run for higher ground with a weapon in hand.

Soon enough, they made it a large gathering of boulders with a prime vantage point of an adjacent clearing. As Luke set his rifle down, Jun began to set up. He removed his DMR from his back to free up his range of motion and leaned it up against a rock right next to him. He next loosened the bipod so that Jun could maneuver it so that he could use from a prone position. Jun finally ejected the full magazine from the weapon and, upon passing his personal inspection, slapped it back into the rifle and racked the bolt and let it go, sending the first of the four 14.5x114mm high-powered rounds in the cartridge ready to be fired.

Jun brought up the vision through the scope of the rifle and magnified it to its '10x' setting and scanned the arid landscape for any signs of these _sand people_ the boy had muttered about.

Next came the waiting game; waiting for anything to come into his scope and decide whether to let it live or let it die.

"So," Jun piped, eyes not leaving the valley below. "What are we looking for?"

"Sand People," Luke responded, pulling out a pair of high-tech binoculars.

"And 'Sand People' are…"

"Nomadic people," Skywalker explained. "They usually travel in large packs, very territorial. I've heard stories that they're the original inhabitants of this planet, but I think that's just urban legend."

Suddenly, two brown… blobs appeared from around the corner of a canyon wall. It was large, very large, with dual twisting horns on the side of its head and was covered in long matted-looking brown fur. They reminded Jun of the Woolly Mammoths of ancient Earth.

Jun also noticed the saddles on the backs of the beasts, and scanned the dry patch of earth in front of them.

"You see what I see," Jun asked, his finger hovering just over the trigger.

"Yeah, I see those two Bantha's down there," Luke replied. "They're harmless. It's their riders we have to be worried about, but I don't…"

The boy paused mid-sentence as another, much smaller figure appeared from behind a rock and approached the 'Bantha'. It was roughly humanoid, with a strange mask covering its face and many garments covering its body. Cradled in its arms appeared to be a weapon of some sort; either a club or a rifle, Jun couldn't tell.

"Contact," Jun whispered, as he made slight adjustments for wind and gravity while placing the reticle of the SRS above the target. "Five-hundred meters in front, south-by-southwest."

"Yeah, I see it. That's sand people, alright," Luke replied matter of factly. "That's weird, there's usually three or four of them. I wonder where they all went."

As the reticle on the SRS turned red, a misshapen image right in front of him obstructed Jun's view of the target. Jun looked up and saw that a humanoid was standing over him, howling some kind of battle cry and waving a sharpened club, ready to strike.

* * *
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><p>Roughly 1.9 meters tall, whatever was standing and howling above Jun was an odd creature. Its head was covered in a helmet made out of a leathery material, with its face obscured by a mask with built-in goggles and what appeared to be a breathing apparatus. Its entire body was covered in wrappings and cloaks that didn't show any of its skin; the only part of its body that was uncovered were its clawed-hands.<p>

The creature, now flanked by several more just like it, let out another throaty warble as it raised its club high in the air. The club appeared to be made of either rock or some kind of wood, and a long metal cleaver was attached at the end raised high in the air, with a spike made out of the butt-end of the weapon.

The creature swung the weapon downward with great speed, much quicker than a normal human could. But the SPARTAN was faster. He deftly let go of his SRS and caught the weapon as it was descending and gripped it tightly, not letting it move any closer.

The creature, surprised by the unexpected quickness and strength of Jun, tried to wrench away the club for another attack. But Jun's grip was too strong, too resilient, and no matter how hard it tried the creature could not take back its weapon.

Jun decided to go on the offensive and forced the melee-weapon forward, sending the assailant back and causing it to lose it footing. Jun then grabbed hold of the weapon with his other hand and used his immense strength to lift the creature high into the air and slam it into the earth behind him.

Dust and rock kicked up as the creature impacted the ground, and Jun twirled the weaponized staff around so that the spiked end was pointing down and thrust the sharpened butt-end deep into the abdomen of the creature, impaling itself deep into the rocky surface. It let out a pained wail as it tried to pull the staff out from it, but the weapon wouldn't move, and the creature slowly and painfully died embedded in the soil.

One of the remaining creatures leveled a long-barreled rifle and opened fire on Jun as he turned back to face the trio. An angry-red bolt of plasma erupted from the barrel of the weapon and splashed against Jun's chest, dropping his shields a quarter and signaling a warning from his helmet.

As three more red bolts left the barrels of the alien rifles, Jun's adrenaline began to pump furiously throughout his body. Combined with the augmentations he received from Project CHRYSANTHEMUM and the processing matrix of the MJOLNIR Mark V power armor, time slowed down for Jun.

He had entered Spartan Time.

Those under the effects of Spartan Time had been known to dodge never-ending streams of plasma fire, go toe-to-toe with the walking gun-batteries accurately called Hunters, and even disarm a sword-wielding Elite at close range. Legend has it Master Chief SPARTAN-117, the most well-known and well-publicized of the SPARTAN-IIs, was able to backhand an incoming Scorpion anti-tank missile fired from a SkyHawk jump-jet during a training exercise.

Jun moved through the air as if it were a thick, sticky syrup. By the time Jun was within striking distance, the energy bolts were only halfway between himself and the creature that fired it. The supersoldier effortlessly sidestepped each bolt, watching as they lazily drifted by and impact with the rock wall behind him, leaving blackened craters in the brown sediment.

Time returned to normal as Jun grabbed the M6G Magnum from his hip clamp and opened fire, sending the assailants scrambling for cover behind a grouping of large boulders. Several of the 12.7mm x 40mm Semi-Armor-Piercing High-Explosive rounds burrowed their way into the bodies of the attackers, dropping them hard to the ground as dark liquid oozed from the bullet wounds while the rest took potshots from behind protection.

Aside from a few bolts that came within at least a foot in Jun's direction, most of the shots were taken in a blind-fire manner and went every which way. As he calmly advanced forward, Jun deduced that these were not military-trained individuals; if they were, they would at least be able to showcase basic firing techniques instead of the spray-and-pray methods used by the untrained and undisciplined.

The S-III quietly climbed the boulder, launched himself high in the air and landed behind the two remaining creatures. The one with the laser rifle turned to face him, but Jun grabbed it and bent the barrel upwards, rendering it useless.

Jun delivered a powerful front-kick the creature square in the chest, shattering bones and rupturing whatever internal organs were inside it as the enemy flew back into the boulder, collapsed to the ground and remained motionless. The other alien, perhaps driven by fear or anger, let out a loud war cry and raised its staff, charging the SPARTAN with great zeal. It swung the weapon at Jun, but he effortlessly sidestepped it and swept its legs out beneath it.

In one motion, Jun spun, unsheathed his combat knife and sunk it deep into the creature's chest, sending it crashing hard into the earth. Jun twisted the knife, putting the final adversary out of its misery.

When the dust settled and Jun cleaned off the blood from his knife, all four attacking creatures were either incapacitated or dead, while nary a scratch appeared on Jun's dark-green armor.

Jun waited a moment to collect himself as he observed the grizzly carnage around him. He couldn't believe these creatures could sneak up on him. For whatever reason, he hadn't even thought to keep a close watch on his motion tracker. Jun would have to be more careful in this new environment if he wanted to live to see Reach or the UNSC ever again.

Before he could closer inspect the dead aliens, a thought pinged and Jun looked around for the boy. He couldn't see him anywhere, nor could he see any of the other assailants who attacked their position.

Jun jogged over to his SRS and quickly swiped it to scan the surrounding area. While both of the mammoth-looking creatures remained where Jun last saw them, he couldn't see any other life forms. And without any UNSC neural implants to register and recognize friendly from foe, his motion tracker was just about useless.

He continued to pan back and forth, eyes never leaving the view from the sniper rifle, when he saw another gathering of the masked creatures mulling around the speeder they arrived in. Jun was hesitant to open fire and give away his position when he saw the Skywalker boy lying in the open, not moving. Aside from a few welts and bruises, it didn't appear that he was too badly wounded.

Jun flipped the reticle of his SRS back and forth between each of the three creatures until he was confident that he could hit them all with three bullets perfectly. When he had their heads lined up perfectly and their motions down pat, Jun took several deep breaths to slow his breathing and flicked the safety of his SRS to _off_.

His finger hovered just centimeters off the trigger when he heard another, more high-pitched wail coming from a far right side of the valley. Jun's view was slightly obscured by a towering formation of stalagmites, but he did see the scavengers scurry in fear as their throaty wails echoed off the rock walls.

Jun grabbed his DMR and started to head down towards Skywalker to check for any injuries when he saw a cloaked figure slowly approaching from the west. It stood over the motionless Skywalker and put a hand over the boy's face.

"Stop," Jun ordered as he slid down the rocky decline, aiming the long-barreled rifle at the figure. "Stop right where you are, and put your hands where I can see them."

The figure turned to Jun and slowly rose. Its hands moved upwards, but instead of straight up, they went for the hood obscuring its face.

"I said stop! Stop or I will fire!"

The figure removed the hood, revealing a grey-haired and grey-bearded man with piercing blue eyes and wise look about him. While Jun was surprised to see a human underneath the cloak, he kept himself steeled and ready for any tricks.

"Fear not," said the old man. "I mean no harm to you or your companion here."

"I'm ordering you to identify yourself," Jun ordered, aiming the barrel of the rifle at the old man's head.

"I'm a friend of the boy. I saw he was in trouble and rushed to his assistance."

"Then step away from him and put your hands above your head or I will be forced to take you down."

Rather than listen to the towering supersoldier, a sly grin appeared on the old man's face as he subtly waved his fingers.

"You will not fire upon me."

Jun felt a strange influence come over his mind, lowering the rifle slightly, but he shook it off and raised the rifle again.

"I said," Jun ordered, patience waning thin. "Step away from the boy and put your hands in the air!"

"Hmm," the old man whispered, a curious look quickly appearing on his face as quickly as it disappeared.

The old man subtlety waved his fingers again at Jun and the supersoldier felt a weird presence try to take over his mind. "You will not fire upon me."

Jun once again felt a presence attempt to influence his actions, this time much stronger than the last. He tried to shake it off like the last time, but this time the influence grew stronger, more resistant.

"I… will not…" Jun felt a sense of vertigo and nausea as he fought against the influence and stared back at the stranger. "What hell are you doing to me," Jun demanded, stepping closer to the stranger.

Before the old man could answer, Luke stirred as he tried to pick himself up from the dirt. The stranger and Jun hurried over to him and made sure he was OK to sit up.

"Rest easy, son," the old man said. "You've had a busy day. And fortunate to be in one piece."

Luke rubbed the back of his head and then his eyes before looking up and seeing who was standing over him. A mixture of surprise, relief and amazement came over his face as he realized who the stranger was.

"Ben," Luke said, half questioning to make sure he wasn't seeing things. "Ben Kenobi? Boy am I glad to see you!"

"How do you know this man," Jun asked, still wary of this 'Ben Kenobi'.

"He's an old friend. I haven't seen him in ages."

"The Jundland Wastes are not to be traveled lightly," Kenobi said, picking himself up before helping Luke off the ground.

Jun heard the familiar beeping of the smaller droid as it slowly wheeled itself out from a small cave.

"Tell me young Luke, what brought you out this far," the old man continued, helping Luke over to his speeder. Luke must've still felt woozy from the attack, as he stumbled a bit before Jun and Ben helped him sit on a rock.

"This little droid over here," Luke said, rubbing his head and pointing to R2. "He claims to be the property of an Obi-Wan Kenobi, is there any chance he's a relative of yours?"

Whatever significance that name had to the old man caused him to widen his eyes and let out a deep sigh.

"That is a name I have not heard in a long time," he said, taking a seat on a nearby rock. "A _long_ time."

Jun remained silent, still skeptical of this stranger and whatever his intentions were.

"I think my uncle must've known him," Luke replied, having recovered enough to sit upright on his own. "But he said he was dead."

"Oh he's not dead… not yet, anyway."

"So you do know him," Luke said, perking up when hearing that Obi-Wan might still be alive.

"Of course I do," Ben said with a mysterious smile. "He's me."

The blue robot – who wandered over from its hiding spot – let out a surprised whistle at the revelation. While it appeared that Skywalker understood why Ben had changed his identity, Jun was at a loss. Why hide one's identity for so long? Unless there was something larger at play that he wasn't aware of, Jun saw no reason to keep up a false identity for a 'a long time'.

There was information the old man was hiding, information Jun wanted to get to the bottom of. He didn't trust the old man, but he would play along for the moment and see where it took him.

A whiney growl echoed throughout the canyon as Luke jumped up from his seated position and Jun raised his DMR to meet whatever opposition came their way.

"I suggest we get indoors," Kenobi said with great alertness. "The Sand People are easily startled, but they will soon be back. And in greater numbers."

After retrieving the gold robot, damaged in the scuffle with the nomads, the group followed Kenobi along the path to his home high in the canyon. Although these 'sand people' didn't pose much of a threat to Jun, he understood there was no sense in staying behind to fight them off. With limited ammunition and little idea of what kind of reinforcements they would bring, the SPARTAN sighed and followed along.

* * *

><p>Jun kept his rifle at his side, sitting by a window and scanning the valley down below for any signs of hostiles as the two spoke about the boy's father.<p>

While hearing the old man mention something called the Clone Wars and Jedi, Jun remained highly skeptical of this Obi-Wan. While Luke vouched for him as a long-time friend, something still didn't sit right. Who were these Jedi? _What_ was a Jedi? How long ago was this Clone Wars conflict?

Kenobi calmly left his seat to look for something in an old chest. The man sifted through various trinkets and other items of his former life until he found what he was looking for.

"Your father wanted you to have this when you were old enough," said Kenobi, fishing something out of a chest. "But your uncle wouldn't allow it. He feared you would follow old Obi-Wan on some damn foolish idealistic crusade… like your father did."

Resting in the old man's hands was a sleek, metallic-looking cylinder. Black material offset the metallic sheen of the device, which the old man gently held in the palms of his hands. While it didn't look like much, Jun sensed that there was more to it than its appearance gave off.

"What is it," Luke asked, mesmerized by the metallic handle.

"It was your father's lightsaber," Kenobi said, handing it to Luke. "This is the weapon of a Jedi Knight. Not as clumsy or random as a blaster…"

In an image that Jun would never forget, Luke pressed a red button and a blade of pure light erupted from the base of the device. The blade – approximately a meter long of electric-blue energy – gave off a deep hum as the boy maneuvered the weapon in lazy patterns

While energy swords existed where Jun was from, the ones wielded by the Sangheili looked nothing like that. The hilt of the Covenant energy sword was horizontal and had twin blades of magnetically-contained plasma, while this one had a vertical handle and contained just one blade. While they looked radically different, Jun surmised that the blade Luke was holding was as equally devastating when used offensively.

"An elegant weapon," Kenobi finished, taking a seat as he observed Luke handle the weapon. "For a more _civilized_ age. For over a thousand generations, the Jedi Knights were the guardians of peace and justice throughout the Old Republic."

The look on Kenobi's face shifted to a much sadder, somber look. "Before the dark times… before the Empire."

The boy deactivated the weapon and sat next to Kenobi, curious for more information. They spoke about how Skywalker's father was killed by a former pupil of Kenobi's who then hunted down and slaughtered many of Kenobi's people, driving them into extinction. They then discussed something called the Force, 'a mystical field of energy that bound the Galaxy together.'

Luke might've bought into the idea of an all-encompassing web of energy, but Jun simply snorted at it. To him, it sounded more like ridiculous superstitions and bullshit religious babble, something Jun had long ago forgone. Because what kind of God or mystical bubble of energy would allow the extermination of the entire human race without any kind of divine intervention?

"Now, let's see if we can't figure out who you are, my little friend. And where you've come from." Kenobi strolled over to the R2 unit and pressed a number of buttons on the top of the droid. A blue projection of static appeared on a table in between the two of them and the droid.

"I could only see part of the message," Luke started, working on repairing the gold droid. "But it was too–"

"I seem to have found it," the old man said with a wide grin of satisfaction.

Skywalker and Jun both stopped what they were doing to listen to the full, unrepeating message contained within the R2 unit.

Once again, the holographic form of the elegantly-dressed woman from before was present on a table in front of them. This time, however, it seemed that the recording began from the very start of the message, rather than picking up from a random point as it did before.

_"General Kenobi, years ago you served my father during the Clone Wars, and now he begs you to help in his struggle against the Empire. I regret that I am unable to present my father's request to you in person; my ship has come under attack and my mission to bring you to Alderaan has failed."_

Jun was drawn to the pleading of the mysterious woman, the genuine sincerity bleeding from her every word. Jun could see that Luke was drawn to the recording, too, but in a different way. The way he stared with great wonder at the video holograph, particularly the woman, did not go unnoticed.

_"I have placed information vital to the survival of the Rebellion into the memory systems of this R2-unit. My father will know how to retrieve it. General Kenobi, you must see this droid safely to Alderaan. This is our most _desperate _hour! Help me Obi-Wan Kenobi… you're my only hope!"_

The recording ended, and the hologram disappeared. An unsettling silence fell upon the room that lasted for quite some time. Normally Jun wouldn't want to tie himself up in affairs that had nothing to do with him, but for whatever odd reason he know felt responsible for this woman's assistance. Jun at the very least understood the plight that this woman was describing. Any government that went by an Empire had to be bad news.

But at the same time, Jun's feint desire to help her and her cause clashed with his primary objective of finding a way back to UNSC-controlled space. And while he felt sorrow for the woman, the mentioning of a rebellion reminded Jun of the very beginnings of the preceding SPARTAN-II Program during the height of the Insurrection. Jun wanted nothing to do with a group of rebels whose sole purpose was to wreak havoc among the stars for the government, not until he at least had any information on their supposed wrongdoings.

Kenobi looked over at Skywalker with a wiry smile. "You must learn the ways of the Force, if you are to come with me to Alderaan."

"Alderaan," Luke asked with a short laugh before leaving his seat. "I'm not going to Alderaan! I've got to get home, it's late. I'm already in trouble as it is!"

"But I need your help, Luke," Kenobi responded. "_She_ needs your help! I'm getting too old for this sort of thing to do it alone."

Luke looked between Kenobi, Jun, and the ground, fighting between his obvious desire to leave this rock and help Kenobi and his responsibilities to his Uncle.

"I can't get involved," a pained Luke said, disappointment lacing his voice. "I've got work to do."

Kenobi looked away from Skywalker momentarily, obviously disappointed in the boy's decision.

"It's not that I like the Empire, I hate it," Luke said, trying to explain his decision. "But there's nothing I can do about it right now. And Alderaan is so far away."

"That is your Uncle talking," Kenobi said at the last point Luke made.

"I can take you as far as Anchorhead," Luke reasoned, sounding genuinely apologetic. "I'm sure you can find a transport to Mos Eisley or wherever it is you need to go."

"I'll join you," Jun said, speaking for the first time since they arrived here. "It might as well be my only way off this rock."

"Thank you, stranger," Kenobi said with a smile. "At least someone answers the call that has been thrust upon them."

Luke stared refused to look at Kenobi the entire time it took to load up the droids, ashamed that he let an old friend down while a man he had just met had the courage to join Kenobi on his journey.

The farm boy remained quiet for the entire journey to Anchorhead, clueless to the direction he was currently taking in the galactic events.

* * *

><p>It had been miles of nothing but sand and desert until a billowing cloud of smoke appear in the middle of nowhere. As the speeder moved closer and closer to the source of the smoke, what they saw sent shivers up their spines.<p>

A titanic vessel with tank-like treads was resting in the middle of the desert, smoke billowing and sparks flying from the lifeless husk. Pieces of machinery and armor of the vehicle itself littered the surrounding area, along with bodies of what Jun perceived to be the occupants of the vehicle.

Disembarking from the sand-speeder, the scene around the wreck was even more gruesome. Miniscule bodies laid scattered throughout the sand and dried dirt surrounding the vehicle, still smoldering from the recent raid.

Jun was the first to dismount the hovercraft to inspect the bodies. The strange, rodent-like creatures were completely obscured by a brown robe and hood except for the tiny hands. All Jun could see of their faces were large, glowing yellow eyes. Compared to the extraterrestrials he was used to seeing, the non-humans on this planet were startlingly different.

"Well, it certainly looks like Sand People did this," Luke said, making his own observations. "Look, there's gaffey sticks, Bantha tracks. It's just that I've never heard of them hitting anything this big before."

"Because they didn't," Kenobi responded. "We are only meant to think they did." Kenobi knelt down to the sand and pointed at the grouping of footprints. "These tracks are side-by-side, Sand People always ride single-file to hide their numbers."

Something clicked for Luke, as he recognized the Sandcrawler. "These were the same Jawas that sold us Artoo and Threepio."

"And these blast-points," Kenobi continued, moving over to the destroyed Sandcrawler. "Far too accurate for Sand People. Only Imperial Stormtroopers are so precise."

Luke shook his head in confusion. "But why would Imperial Stormtroopers want to slaughter Jawas?"

Suddenly, as he looked over at R2 and 3PO a feeling of dread came over Luke. The Jawas, the Sandcrawler, the information stored on R2, they were all connected. Whatever it was that the woman in the recording stored on the little droid, the Empire badly wanted it back… by any means necessary.

"If they traced the robots here, they could've learned who they sold them to. At that would lead them…"

Skywalker's voice trailed off as he sprinted to the speeder as fast as he could. Kenobi called out to him, but the boy ignored him. A great cloud of dirt kicked up behind the speeder as it rushed off beyond the canyon.

"Where's he off to in such a hurry," Jun asked, watching the dirt kick up behind the speeder.

"To discover the push towards his greater purpose in the Galaxy," the old man cryptically replied. Jun tried to make heads or tails of it, but it was a lost cause.

Jun pushed this confusing talk out of his mind and instead focused on the carnage in front of him. The massive vehicle before him, smoldering and featuring a multitude of scorch marks and other types of visible damage. Huge chunks were missing from the base and the treads, exposing electronics and the inner workings of the giant vehicle.

"If you don't mind me asking," Jun asked Kenobi, finished observing the damage to the large vehicle and surrounding area. "But why have you hidden your identity for so long?"

"Well, to be a Jedi during the end of the Old Republic and the beginning of the Empire was an offense punishable by death. For with the Jedi out of the way, the Empire's reign of tyranny and evil could spread unimpeded throughout the Galaxy, ruling with an iron fist with fear and terror as its greatest weapons."

"And what of the other Jedi? Couldn't they form together and take on this Empire?"

A weary sigh preceded the grim news. "When the Old Republic fell, Darth Vader and his allies led a great genocide against the Jedi Order. At its highest point, the members of the Order numbered in the hundreds. Following the first night of the Great Purge, less than a quarter of the Order was left alive. And since then, all but myself and perhaps only a handful more remain to this day, spread out far amongst the stars."

The old man paused to let that sink in for Jun. To have almost the entire membership of your organization wiped out in less than a day… everyone you loved and cared about… gone in one fell swoop. To some, it was unimaginable. To Jun, it reminded him of Alpha Company and the rest of the SPARTAN-IIIs. It reminded him of what was left of Noble Team, of the UNSC, of Reach. Did Noble Team accomplish their mission and get off world in time? Had the Covenant whittled down the number of human worlds until they found Earth?

Was he the last of humanity left alive?

"I assume that, with so few of the Order remaining," Kenobi resumed. "The ways of the Jedi are now but a memory, repressed by the Empire."

The old man saw Jun stand silently, body eerily still. Rather than be alarmed, this caused a short laugh from the old Jedi. "I apologize, I didn't mean to trouble you with that which does not concern you. Come, help me give these poor souls a proper burial."

It would be quite some time later after Kenobi and Jun had buried the bodies of the Jawas that Luke returned. Jun noticed right away that something was wrong. His shoulders were slouched, his demeanor much less livelier than it was before. He slowly walked to the two, and when he picked his head up from his chest Jun could see puffy redeyes and tear-stained cheeks.

It was a look Jun had seen dozens of times when liberating worlds or rescuing civilians, the look of knowing your entire family and everything you loved was taken from you by an unstoppable enemy. The soul-crushing sadness of being the last one left alive that followed. It was a feeling Jun knew all too well; it was the reason why he and so many of his Alpha Company brothers and sisters joined the SPARTAN-III Program. Because deep down, underneath the sworn oath of protection to humanity and the hundreds of mission details, all Jun really wanted was revenge against those that took his family from him.

"There was nothing you could have done," Kenobi said, putting a consoling hand on the boy's shoulder. "You would have been killed, too. And the droids would now be in the hands of the Empire."

In an instant, something changed in Luke. His shoulders stiffened, his fists clenched, and his posture straightened. There was a steely look is pale-blue eyes as he looked up to at Kenobi.

"I want to come with you to Alderaan," the boy confidently said. "There's nothing left for me here. I want to learn the ways of the Force and become a Jedi like my father."

A thin smile came over Kenobi, and the group continued to travel through the desert. With Kenobi piloting, Skywalker sitting shotgun, and Jun and the two droids wedged tightly in the back, the speeder rushed through the emptiness of the sandy wastelands.

Roughly an hour later, the sand-speeder made it to the top of a cliff overlooking a great valley. Kenobi shut down the speeder and disembarked. The group quickly followed him, stopping just at the edge of the cliff. Jun looked in the distance and saw what looked like a village. Looking through the scope of his sniper rifle, Jun saw what appeared to be a large settlement of odd-looking buildings, destroyed spaceships and other stone structures haphazardly constructed without a thought of civil engineering.

"Mos Eisley Spaceport," Kenobi announced to the group. "You will never find a more retched hive of scum and villainy. We must be cautious."

* * *
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* * *

><p>The ride through the outskirts of Mos Eisley was unlike anything Jun had seen before. The structures that weren't burnt-out or rusted hulls of starships were a combination of old and new, while the citizens of the desert city varied from human to obviously not human. There were aliens of all shapes and sizes, including some that towered over even the buildings.<p>

He fought the urge to pull out his rifle and riddle them all with lead; he was a long way away from the War, but Jun had never seen so many non-human organisms in one location, at least of the variety he was seeing right now. He was just thankful none of them were firing bolts of concentrated plasma at him, so he relaxed a bit and simply enjoyed the ride.

They soon came upon what Jun pieced together to be a checkpoint of sorts, based on the diminished flow of traffic down the alley. Grouped around a tight portion of the alley were six matching-armored soldiers.

The soldiers were dressed in matching all-white armor and orange shoulder pauldrons. Their armor appeared to be made of some kind of mix of plastic and possibly this galaxy's version of Kevlar, with black bodysuits underneath the white plastic armor. They possessed squat helmets with intimidating-looking "T" shaped visors. Their armors varied in the level of dried dirt and grime on them; Jun assumed that those with the dirtier armor had been deployed on this planet much longer than those with cleaner armor. All six of them carried jet-black rifles of varying sizes.

The soldiers instructed the speeder to be stopped, giving enough time for the rest of the squad to quickly surround their vehicle. Jun kept his finger just above the trigger in case things went south.

"How long have you had these droids," the squad's leader said, voice synthesized from the helmet.

"About three or four seasons," Luke said, doing his best to remain perfectly calm.

"They're up for sale, if you want them," Kenobi joked, with no one laughing or even cracking a smile.

"Let me see your identification."

"You don't need to see his identification," Kenobi said, making a subtle hand gesture.

"We don't need to see his identification," the lead trooper told the others, to the amazement of Jun.

"These aren't the droids you're looking for."

"These aren't the droids we're looking for." This time is was Skywalker's turn to be amazed. He stared at the old Jedi with eyes as wide as saucer plates and was doing everything he could to keep his jaw from dropping.

"He can go about his business," Kenobi stated, again making a subtle gesture with his hand.

Sure enough, the trooper repeated nearly exactly what the old man said and eventually let them through without any trouble at all.

As they continued through a more open portion of the settlement, Jun kept going over and over in his mind how they just went through an armored convoy with the droids they were clearly looking for and came out the other side like absolutely nothing happened.

"OK," Jun said out loud. "Can someone explain to me just what the hell happened back there?"

"Yeah, I could've sworn they would've arrested us for sure," Luke commented, equally amazed as Jun was.

"The Force can have a strong influence on the weak minded," Kenobi explained with a cryptic smile. "The Force does many things, even alter the perception of reality. To them, it was as if I were not even influencing their actions."

The vehicle sped across the desert landscape for quite some time with a silent Jun pondering in the back. While he was skeptical to it at first, to see the first-hand effects of the Force was an eye-opener for Jun. To be able to influence one's thoughts and actions so easily and effortlessly in normal situations and in battle was an incredible advantage.

Just after the speeder rounded a street corner, Jun thought back to his first confrontation with the old man back in the desert.

"So is that why I felt so disoriented back in the canyons," Jun asked of Kenobi. "Was that you and this 'Force' having an influence on me?"

"Possibly."

While there was a bit of uncertainty behind the answer, Jun was satisfied. Thanks to his sharp mind and SPARTAN enhancements, it would appear that these Jedi and 'Force' would be unable to have any effect on Jun. Of course, this could be because of the advanced age of Kenobi, but for the moment it seemed that Jun was immune to this Force and it's mind-altering effects.

The speeder came to a stop in front of a non-descript building which held many large animals tied down.

"Do you really think we're going to find a pilot in here," Skywalker asked, doubting the Jedi.

"Most of the best star pilots can be found here," Kenobi said, defending his choice for their recruiting location. "But I'd watch your step; this place can get a little rough."

"I'm not afraid," Luke asserted as he followed the old man into the squat building. R2 and 3PO followed behind, while Jun took one last look around the court before entering the building.

If Jun thought the trip into Mos Eisley was wild, the scene inside the cantina was something else entirely. Aliens of all different varieties interacted with one another and drank from tall cups as a house band on the far end were playing foreign-looking instruments on a raised platform, playing passionately as the crowd around them remained indifferent.

Jun followed Kenobi and Skywalker down the steps, but they were stopped by a harsh shout coming from behind the counter.

"Hey," the man behind the counter shouted. "We don't serve their kind here!"

"What," Luke asked, looking around to check if he was yelling to someone else.

"Your droids! They'll have to wait outside!"

Luke whispered something to the gold droid and he and the smaller droid turned around and exited the bar.

"That one too," the bartender shouted, pointing right at Jun.

The boy suppressed his laughter as Jun annoyingly removed his helmet, showcasing to everyone in the establishment that the armored behemoth was in fact a human.

"Do I look like a droid to you," the S-III plainly asked.

The bartender threw up his arms in surrender as he went back to serving drinks to patrons of his bar. Jun slid his Scout variant helmet back on his head as a group of female aliens – or at least Jun thought they were female – seductively glanced at the SPARTAN as they walked by. Jun paid no attention to them, instead scanning the wildly exotic-looking aliens in the cantina for any signs of trouble. His finger hovering dangerously close to the trigger of the DMR, Jun had to fight with himself to not empty the clip into the crowd. The Covenant War has done many things to humanity, the first of which creating an extreme xenophobia. Although there wasn't any reason to believe otherwise – considering the only extraterrestrials humanity in his Galaxy had encountered were bent on the genocide of the human race – the Universe had given Jun a fresh start. And if Jun wanted to have some form of peace, he would have to find ways of handling his views and feelings towards non-humans.

A strange-looking alien that could only be described as half-walrus and half something else entirely with big insect eyes got into a confrontation with Luke, but the boy and Jun brushed it off; Luke because he might not have understood the alien's language, and Jun didn't think it wasn't a concern of his.

Another bar patron, this one looking very human albeit with a scarred face and a pig's nose, grabbed the boy by the arm and turned him so that Skywalker could look at the man.

"He doesn't like you," the man said to Luke.

"I'm sorry," the boy said with a shrug before turning back to the bar.

The pig-man aggressively turned Luke around so that the boy was looking directly at him. "_I _don't like you, either!"

Soon the bar patrons around them turned their attention to the current conflict for entertainment. All eyes were now on the confrontation between Skywalker and the two belligerents.

"You just watch yourself," the man drunkenly threatened. "We're wanted men! I've got the death sentence on twelve systems."

"I'll be careful," Luke calmly replied, not showing how rattled he was by the man's threats.

"You'll be dead!"

Kenobi finally turned from his conversation with the hairy giant to move in-between Skywalker and the aggressor. Jun followed suit, turning to face the man that was threatening Luke. While he gave Jun a look up and down, the man was either too drunk or too stupid to be afraid of the towering SPARTAN.

"This one's not worth the trouble," Kenobi said in a diplomatic tone, trying to calm the situation. "Now, let me get you something to drink and we can forget this ever happened."

Suddenly, the pig-faced man grabbed and threw Luke into a nearby table, destroying it and only upsetting the Jedi and the SPARTAN.

As the alien pulled out a small firearm, the pig-faced man turned to attack Jun with a small blunt object. But Jun's augmented reflexes and MJOLNIR enhancements allowed him to grab hold of the man's arm and snap it in half with one hand with a sickening crack.

He let out a pained cry as the bone broke the skin and red blood spurted from the wound, but Jun wasn't finished. In one lightning-quick motion, Jun unsheathed his combat knife and drove it straight into the brute's stomach, raising him high into the air. With a coup de grâce, Jun rotated his wrist and slammed the aggressor hard into the bar floor, kicking up a plum of dirt and dust upon impact.

Jun pulled the knife out of the groaning man's stomach and wiped off some of the blood before returning the combat blade to its sheath.

The commando turned and saw that the pig-man's friend was lying on the ground, clutching a smoking stump where its arm should have been. Jun saw that a black-furred arm clutching a blaster laid far from its owner, arm cut off at the elbow. The SPARTAN then saw that an activated lightsaber was gripped tightly in Kenobi's hands, eyes focused as the old man surveyed the bar for any more challengers.

With none stepping forward, Kenobi deactivated the energy-weapon while Jun went over to pick Luke up from the ground.

"Remind me to never get you angry," Luke quipped as he brushed himself off.

With the patrons of the watering hole having seen their fill of violence for the day, they quickly resumed their conversations and continued to drink their drinks. Soon the band began playing again, and everything returned to normal like nothing had even happened.

The creature Kenobi was speaking with earlier tapped the Jedi on the shoulder and mumbled something to the old man. The alien had shaggy brown-black hair covering every inch of its body and hooked claws at the ends of its hands and feet. Dark eyes complimented the beast's canine muzzle, while human lips moved wordlessly as it maneuvered through the crowd. A pair of ammunition bandoliers were wrapped around its body in crossing-fashion, and what looked to be a futuristic crossbow was slung along across its back.

Jun followed the three through the crowded bar, ignoring the glares and whispers about their scrum with the drunkards. After spending years getting stares and glances from the standard UNSC Marine, Army soldier and civilian, Jun was used to ignoring the wayward glances of complete strangers. If it made people not want to confront them, then Jun was satisfied.

They had made it through the crowd and to the other side of the cantina when they stopped in front of a table carved into the wall of the establishment. Sitting at the far end of the circular table was a confident looking man with a relaxed smile painted on his face. He was of medium height, had disheveled brown hair that gave off an air of scruffiness and the appearance of a rouge. His dark brown eyes lent an almost friendly persona, but the twinkle in his eye and the way he grinned told otherwise.

Obi-Wan and Luke took seats across from the two, while Jun preferred to stand and keep watch for any more fools who thought they could take on a Jedi and a SPARTAN.

"The name's Han Solo," pointing to himself as he leaned forward. "Captain of the _Millennium Falcon_. My partner Chewie tells me you're looking for passage to the Alderaan System."

"Yes indeed," Kenobi said. "If it's a fast ship, of course."

"Fast ship," said the captain, sounding almost insulted. "You've never heard of the _Millennium Falcon_?"

"Should I have?"

"It's the ship that made the Kessel Run in less than twelve parsecs." Kenobi looked unimpressed by the feat. Jun silently wondered what any of it meant or the relevance to speed. What the hell was the Kessel Run? What was a parsec? Was that a measurement of time or speed? There was so much about this new Galaxy that he had to learn.

"I've outrun Imperial starships more times than I can remember," Solo continued, seriousness now creeping into his voice. "And not the local bulk cruisers, mind you. I'm talking about the big Corellian ships." The man inched forward with a stern glair. "Believe me when I say she's fast enough for you, old man."

Solo's shoulders slumped back and the relaxed look returned to his face. "So what's the cargo?"

"Only passengers; myself, the boy, our armored companion, and two droids. And _no questions asked_."

A grin and chuckle from the pilot followed. "What is it, some kind of local trouble?"

"Let's just say we'd like to avoid any Imperial entanglements," Kenobi said, auburn eyes fixed on Solo.

"Well, that's the real trick, isn't it? And it's going to cost you a little something extra…"

Leaning back against his seat, Solo thought about a price while the boy and Jedi waiting impatiently.

"Ten thousand," Solo said, breaking the momentary silence. "All in advance."

Skywalker's eyes widened when he heard the man's fee. "Ten _thousand_? We could almost buy our own ship for that!"

"But who's gonna fly it, kid," the man asked, his voice condescending towards the boy. "_You_?"

"You bet I could," Skywalker answered hotly. "I'm not such a bad pilot myself! We don't have to sit here and listen to this."

Skywalker went to stand up, but Kenobi put his hand on the boy's shoulder to get him to sit back down.

"We can pay you two thousand, plus fifteen when we reach Alderaan."

Both Han and Luke looked at Kenobi with surprise and amazement about the figure he threw out. Even Jun looked back at the old man in shock; seventeen thousand credits was a lot of money, regardless of where you were from. And unless the old man had a secret stash of funds hidden somewhere in his residence, there was no way he could afford this.

"Seventeen," repeated Han, thinking it over as he nodded his head. He briefly flashed a smile before hiding it. "Alright, you guys have your ship. We'll leave as soon as you're ready. Docking Bay 94."

"94," Kenobi repeated with a satisfied smile as Luke looked at the man with suspicion.

Solo motioned far behind the two, demeanor shifting to a more rigid and serious posture. "It looks like someone's taken an interest in your handiwork"

Jun looked out of the corner of his eye and he saw two of the white-armored soldiers at the bar counter they occupied long before the soldiers saw them. They were having a discussion with the bartender when he pointed to the back of his bar to where he saw them sitting. Jun nudged Kenobi, who looked back and saw the bartender whisper something to the soldiers. The three quickly left before they moved in on them.

As they were just a few steps away from the back entrance, Luke turned back to Jun. "Could you hang back and keep an eye on him?" Luke discreetly motioned back to Solo, who was acting nonchalantly when the soldiers walked past their table. "I don't trust this guy."

"Neither do I," Jun said bluntly, looking at Solo enthusiastically speak with his Bigfoot friend. "I'll make sure he has this ship of his."

Luke hurried back behind Kenobi as they left the cantina, while Jun strode through the alien patrons back to the supposed captain.

"You forget something," Solo asked with a smirk.

"Quite frankly, I don't trust that you have this ship of yours," Jun plainly remarked. "Seventeen thousand is a lot of money, and I'm just making sure we don't get scammed."

Before Han could say or do anything, a green-skinned reptilian alien smirked at him and pointed a pistol at his chest. The alien paid no attention to Jun as it continued to focus on the pilot.

"Oota goota, Solo," the alien said in a quizative tone, stepping closer to Solo and forcing him back into his seat.

"As a matter of fact, Greedo, I was just going to see your boss," Solo replied, maintaining his cool even with a blaster pointed right at him. "You can tell Jabba that I've got his money."

The alien, with its empty black eyes and tubular-mouth, said something in what Jun assumed to be its native language, with its blaster still pointed threateningly at the man.

Despite having the most advanced translation software in the UNSC – software that could translate any language in the history of humanity and some of the Covenant language into English built into the MJOLNIR armor – it was practically useless in this new Galaxy; Jun might as well be deaf. There were hundreds – maybe thousands – of different species with quite possibly just as many unique languages. Perhaps the two droids could somehow assist him in updating the translation software, if that were at all possible.

As the alien continued to speak, Han listened impatiently, reclining against the wall and with his legs on the table. For someone with a weapon pointed right at him, the man was acting completely relaxed.

_This sort of thing must be a common occurrence for him_, Jun thought.

"Yeah, but this time I got the money."

Greedo once again spat something harsh in its language, to which Solo simply rolled his eyes and turned his attention to a crack in the wall behind him. Unbeknownst to everyone else in the cantina, including the alien sitting across from him, Han's hand was slowly creeping down to a blaster holstered at his hip. Jun would have missed it to had he not taken a glance in Solo's direction. The reptilian alien continued to rattle on, never once noticing the pilot ready his weapon.

"Hey, even I get boarded sometimes," Solo replied, taking offense to whatever Greedo implied. "You think I had a choice?"

The alien's tone grew more hostile, and even without a translator Jun could tell Han was offended by its words. "Over my dead body."

In an instant, an angry red bolt of plasma erupted from Solo's blaster underneath the table. Jun had to polarize his visor some when the bolt collided with Greedo, sending off a flurry of sparks and a puff of smoke. When the smoke cleared, the lifeless alien collapsed on the table. Its body was charred black and steaming like it had just been pulled from a fire.

Solo holstered his blaster and looked angrily at Jun. "Why the hell didn't you shoot him," the man snarled. "You've got enough weapons strapped to ya to blast him all the way to Coruscant!"

"Why would I," Jun asked plainly. "I had no quarrel with him."

"Well he would've been your problem after he smoked me!" Han left his seat and strode over to the bar's front entrance with Jun not far behind. Passing the bar-counter, he dug into his pocket and pulled out a thumb-sized chip. He flicked it to the less-than-happy bartender and shrugged.

"Sorry about the mess."

* * *

><p>Solo led Jun and Chewie to the outdoor docking bay, where this <em>Millennium Falcon<em> stayed. Jun took one look at the ship and was less than impressed. Parts of the ship looked like they had been recently slapped on, while others looked like they were in need of desperate repair. The disk-shaped spacecraft featured several tubular protrusions jutting from the nearest side, one of which featured a viewport off centered to the right-side of the ship which Jun assumed was the cockpit.

_I've seen better-looking ships in the graveyards at Aszod_, Jun thought.

While it was the first space-faring vessel Jun had seen since arriving in this Galaxy, it looked nothing like the sleek ships of the UNSC Navy or the organic-looking hulls of the Covenant armada.

"So there she is," Solo remarked, holding his arms out to proudly present his ship. "The _Millennium Falcon_, one of the fastest ships in the Galaxy."

"It looks like you pulled her right out of the scrapheap," Jun replied, moving closer to get a more personal inspection of the ship. "I'm afraid it'll fall apart if I touch the damn thing."

"I'll admit she looks a little beat up," Solo said. "But she's got it where it counts."

Jun continued to inspect the starship, running his armored-hand over the ship's hull. "So who's Jabba? And what did that collector want with you?"

"Only the biggest crime lord in the Sector. You'll meet him or his goons eventually if you hang out with me and Chewie long enough." Han entered a series of numbers into a hidden keypad and the ramp leading to the interior of the ship opened up. "And I kinda owe Jabba some money after a smuggling operation hit a snag, which was what poor Greedo was there to collect for."

Jun sighed as he finished looking over the ship. Not only did Jun and his companions have to worry about this Galactic Empire catching them with the droids, but now they had a pilot with a bounty on his head courtesy of an intergalactic crime lord.

_Wonderful._

Solo turned back to Chewie with a smile and patted his companion on its furry shoulder. "Load her up, Chewie. Let's get the hell off this rock before we get any more surprises."

As the large beast headed inside, Jun followed closely behind. The interior of the ship was very cramped, the hallways very narrow so that one could only walk through single-file without any trouble. The tubular corridor winding through the ship opened up in a spacious lounge room. A black-and-white checkered and circular board was situated in front of the wide, circular cushioned seat. Jun set down his SRS down on a work table and began to unpack his gear when he heard the sounds of blaster fire coming from outside.

Jun switched off the safety of his DMR and strode out of the room. He was halfway through the corridor when he bumped into Solo.

"Keep them occupied," the man ordered, blind-firing several shots out of the ramp before shouting to his companion to get the engines started.

Nodding his head, Jun walked down the ramp, ignoring the bolts of plasma fired from the troopers across the docking bay. A trio of energy blasts splashed across his chest, dropping his shields to 33% and forcing his armor to give off a shrill audible warning. The S-III sighted down his scope and targeted the lead Stormtrooper – identified by Jun as the one giving the orders to the others – and squeezed the trigger twice.

The 7.62x51 NATO rounds exploded out of the barrel of the M392 Designated Marksman Rifle in a direct path towards the torso of the lead Stormtrooper at upwards of 1,200 meters per second, crossing the distance between the two in an instant.

The effects on the enemy solider were absolutely devastating.

When the high-velocity rounds impacted the poor trooper, they penetrated right through the plastoid armor, shattering it into thousands of pieces. The rounds borrowed through the man's body, sending bits of skin, muscle, bone, organ and large scores of blood as they violently exited out the trooper's back.

Red blood spurted out onto the floor and onto the pearly-white armor of the men standing next to him out of each exit wound, his blood greatly contrasting their bleached armor. The man's body fell to the ground in a heap, dead before it hit the ground.

Jun shifted targets and put two more rounds through another Stormtrooper and a final one through a trooper's helmet, and soon the remaining opposition scurried back for cover under suppressing fire.

The ship vibrated and rumbled to life as Jun re-entered the ship, hangar slowly closing behind him. The _Falcon_ hovered several feet off the ground before her engines roared and propelled the freighter into the atmosphere.

Jun went to take a step back to the common room when the entire ship shook. Jun nearly lost his balance as he turned and quickly headed down the corridor towards what Jun hoped to be the cockpit.

When Jun had arrived in the cockpit, he was joined by the boy and the Jedi as the inky blackness of space stared back at him.

"Looks like we've got an Imperial cruiser on our tail," Han declared. "I guess you guys must be hotter than I thought." He stood up and went over to another display panel. "Chewie, try and hold them off. Angle the deflector shield while I make the calculations for the jump to light-speed."

The large dog alien nodded as it pulled a lever and flipped several switches above its head. Solo returned to the controls and frantically hit buttons on the display in front of him.

"I thought you said this thing was fast," Luke shouted as a vibrant bar of green energy passed over the viewport of the ship.

"Watch your mouth kid, or you're gonna find yourself floating back home," Solo ordered before flipping several more switches. "We'll be safe enough once we make the jump to hyperspace. Besides, I know a few maneuvers that'll lose 'em."

Jun wasn't sure what 'hyperspace' was, but he hoped it was this Galaxy's equivalent of Slipspace. While the name wasn't too outlandish or ridiculous, the idea of a different form of FTL travel caused a small pit to form in the gut of the battle-hardened S-III.

There was another unsettling rumble as two more green superheated energy lances crossed over the ship as Solo piloted the _Falcon_ into a roll to avoid any more blasts from the enemy gun batteries.

Jun felt his stomach do somersaults as Solo continued to roll the ship to avoid the enemy fire, a wave of nausea coming over him as the ship finally leveled out and increased speed.

"Never do anything like that again," Jun weakly said, clearly hearing the human pilot snicker in response and the furry alien next to him grumble something of a chuckle.

"How long before we can make the jump to light-speed," Kenobi calmly asked.

"Just a few moments before we get the coordinates from the NAV computer," the rouge pilot replied.

"Are you kidding," Skywalker shouted, pointing at some sort of radar system. "They're right there! They're gaining!"

"Traveling through hyperspace ain't like dusting crops, boy," Solo snapped, taking his focus away from the necessary displays for but only a moment. "Without the precise calculations, we'd fly right through a star or bounce too close to a supernova. That'll end your trip real quick, wouldn't it?"

As the two continued to bicker and another blast from the unseen enemy ships rocked the small freighter, a muted Jun went over the facts Solo quickly spat out. His explanations of how this hyperspace worked drew similarities to Slipspace, right down to the consequences of an inaccurate jump. And without an A.I. to handle the large calculations, that made this FTL jump much more difficult.

He grabbed hold of the back of the seat he was standing behind very tightly, fingers digging into the material tight enough that Jun could rip it right out of the ground and use it as a makeshift weapon if the moment called for that.

"Alright strap yourselves in," Solo announced, tightening his harness as he flipped toggles and pressed buttons. "I'm about to make the jump to light-speed."

Jun deeply inhaled as a rush of light enveloped the freighter. In an instant, the stars in front of them seemed to blur into a mass of white lights and soon enough, they were gone.

* * *
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><p>Normally on long journeys through Slipspace, Jun –along with the rest of Noble Team and other non-essential personnel on a starship – would be placed into suspended cryonic stasis until they were had reached their destination. It helped preserve the passengers while also somewhat stalling the aging process. It was a main reason why people with extensive use of cryo-storage looked exponentially younger than what their true age was.<p>

In this Galaxy, however, it appeared that technology either didn't exist or wasn't used in a ship of this size. It left Jun with plenty of time on his hands that he wasn't used to having during FTL trips. He'd checked, double checked and even triple checked the systems of his armor and weapons, performed as much of a thorough workout as he could in spite of the absence of an exercise station, and reviewed the recordings of the missions leading up to his appearance in the new Galaxy.

Even while Jun began cleaning his DMR of sand in the lounge area, he couldn't keep his thoughts away from his failures at Reach. There was nothing he could do to keep his mind drifting back to his old team. As quiet as Jun was and no matter the level of professionalism he exuded during his ops with Noble, they were all he had left. With his real family wiped out by the Covenant a lifetime ago and the members of Alpha Company dead, Noble Team was the only family he had left. He was crushed when he heard Jorge didn't make it, and was devastated when he saw Kat's death with his own eyes. He was even shook up when Thom sacrificed himself to take out the Covenant warship above the surface of Fumirole.

He wondered where they all were now. Carter, Emile, Six – hell, even that bitch Halsey. Jun missed his brothers dearly and wondered if they made it off Reach alive. There would be new missions to partake, new planets to save and liberate, more Covenant to annihilate like the SPARTANs they were. Hell, he'd probably been replaced already, much like Six had replaced Thom and how Thom replaced Marcus and so on. Or if they died valiantly in the line of duty to give the UNSC some precious seconds to get away from Reach and the Covenant armada.

Either way, Jun was an entire galaxy away from his brothers and the rest of his humanity. There was nothing the soldier could do but simply hope there was a way back home while joining the old man and starry-eyed farm boy to this Alderaan, wherever it was and whatever mission it may be.

While Jun deeply focused on these thoughts, the activity in the rec room was dull and light. Aside from the two droids and the towering beast called a 'Wookie' playing a holographic board game in a corner, the only action going on was Skywalker practicing with the lightsaber under the supervision of Kenobi.

Jun paid no attention to the board game – which the tiny droid was winning – and instead looked on at Skywalker's training. There was a look of determination and focus in the boy that Jun hadn't seen before, although to be fair he hadn't much to focus about in the short time that he'd known him. There was raw potential in him, but you could see his willingness to learn and eagerness to get it right. And that's all he could hear from CO's during his time as a young trainee; if you are willing to learn, then you can become a great soldier.

As Luke was working on his defensive positioning, Kenobi suddenly clutched his heart and let out a quiet but agonized gasp. He stumbled back to a control table, sitting down and breathing hard. His face quickly turned a deathly pale white and his brow furrowed in concern.

Skywalker deactivated his blade and walked over to his pained mentor. "Are you alright? What's wrong?"

"I just felt a great disturbance in the Force," Kenobi weakly said with a troubled voice. "It was as if millions of voices cried out and in terror and were suddenly silenced." He sighed heavily and looked away. "I fear something terrible has happened."

Kenobi's words hit home for Jun. He remembered seeing dozens of Covenant cruisers turn worlds to nothing more than ash and glass with thousands of civilians and soldiers still groundside. He'd witnessed these haunting moments more times than any man would wish to, and he was thankful that he wouldn't experience anything like that again.

But was what Obi-Wan felt just now so similar to the helplessness and dread he felt so many times? Jun suddenly felt ill as goosebumps popped up all over his body.

Jun leaned forward and whispered so low that only he and Kenobi could hear each other. "So what do you think happened?"

Kenobi took a quick glance back at the SPARTAN, eyes clearing some. He was unresponsive, either because he couldn't speak or because he chose not to, instead staring blankly at Jun's massive frame underneath the bulky Mark V armor.

Knowing the old man wasn't going give a response, Jun shrugged and turned back to fine tuning his M392. Obi-Wan cleared his throat and took a deep breath before putting a smile on and turning to face Skywalker.

"Go back to your exercises."

Luke rubbed his mentor's shoulder and walked back to his original stance. The sounds of boots on metal broke up the monotonous sound of energy wooshing through air. Solo strolled into the lounge with an air of swagger and a satisfied smirk.

"Well you can forget your troubles with those Imperial slugs," he proudly announced. "I told you I can outrun them." Receiving no kinds of adulation or congratulations, Solo's smile faded as he slumped into a nearby chair. "Well don't all thank me at once."

Meanwhile, Kenobi had recovered from his momentary depression and was now watching Luke's technique with a critical eye.

"Hey," Han said, getting Jun's attention. "Nice job back there… for a slugthrower."

"Thanks," Jun said, momentarily putting down his DMR. "I take it projectile weapons aren't very common around here?"

"About as common as a bantha on Hoth." Solo picked up one of Jun's sniper rounds from the table and marveled at its length; the bullet was slightly longer than his own finger.

"14.5x114mm armor piercing round," he said in an instant. "It can take the hat off an enemy from over 2,000 yards away. Up to 2,500 yards with optimal weather conditions."

Solo flipped the round in the air before catching it and gently placing it back on the table.

"Remember, Luke," Kenobi said calmly with the tone of an educator. "A Jedi can feel the Force flowing through him."

"You mean it can control your actions," Luke asked, splitting focus between the training orb and Kenobi.

"Partially, yes. But it also obeys your commands."

A red beam struck Luke's thigh, and he responded with a yelp as he jumped back in pain. Han let out a short, curt laugh. "Hokey religions and ancient weapons are no match for a good blaster at your side." Han then made a head motion over to where Jun was sitting. "I'm sure the behemoth over there would agree with me, eh?"

Jun merely shrugged and continued with his weapon calibrations. Although he thought this idea of the Force was laughable, this was an argument he wanted nothing to do with.

"You don't believe in the Force, do you," Skywalker asked, deactivating his lightsaber and giving Solo a sharp scowl.

Han sighed and leaned forward in his chair. "Kid, I've flown from one side of the galaxy to the other. I've seen a lot of strange stuff, but I've never seen anything that can make me believe that there's an all-powerful force controlling everything." He gave an overly-confident smirk to Skywalker. There's no mystical energy field that controls _my_ destiny. It's all a lot of simple tricks and nonsense."

Rather than get into a lengthy argument over the validity or correctness of Solo's remarks, Kenobi simply brushed them off and rose from his seat. He walked over to a nearby shelf and retrieved a sturdy-looking helmet with an opaque visor, handing it to a baffled Luke.

"I suggest you try this again. But this time, I want you to let go of your conscious self…" Obi-Wan placed the helmet over the boy's head. "And act on instinct."

Luke embarrassingly chuckled and touched the visor of the helmet. "But with the blast shield down, I can barely see! How am I supposed to fight?"

"Your eyes can deceive you," Kenobi remarked. "Don't trust them."

The training resumed and once more the orb's blast hit Luke, this time in the chest. He exhaled sharply and coughed profusely trying to catch his breath.

"Stretch out with your _feelings_."

"You're too stiff," Jun bluntly said to the boy. Everyone looked at Jun for the moment in surprise; the man hadn't said other than a few words since hopping onboard the _Falcon_ was now offering up free advice.

"What?"

"Your movements, they're too stiff." Jun elaborated, placing his rifle on the table and walking over to Luke. "You need to loosen up and relax your body and mind. Cancel out all distractions and just let the sword guide you."

Luke slowly nodded as he readied his stance again, this time much more relaxed than he was before. His body was like a coil of energy, ready to spring into action at a moment's notice. The probe fired three times, but Skywalker's body blurred into motion before the shots were even taken. The boy blocked all three blasts cleanly, with Kenobi smiling at the conclusion of the demonstration.

"You see," Ben proudly said as Luke deactivated the lightsaber. "You can do it."

Solo rolled his eyes, obviously unimpressed by Luke's display of swordsmanship. "I call it luck."

"In my experience, there's no such thing as luck."

"Look, good against a remote is one thing," Han countered with his trademark cocky grin. "Good against the living? That's something else."

A series of beeps coming from the cockpit – which Solo more than happily went to attend to – broke the sense of relaxation in the rec room. As Kenobi followed the two pilots out of the rec room, Luke stayed behind while Jun retrieved his DMR from the table.

"Thanks for that, by the way," Luke said with an infectious smile. "It made much more sense the way you were saying it. A-266 was your name, right?"

"Actually, you can call me Jun."

Skywalker was momentarily stunned, as was Jun. In the short time he had spent with this motley crew, he had actually grown attached to them. It wasn't close to the connection he had with Noble Team, but it was good enough that he trusted this human with his real name. He had fed him, gave him a bed and in return Jun protected him back in the cantina.

"OK," Skywalker remarked, once again flashing that smile of his. "Jun it is."

Jun attached his rifle to the magnetic clamps in the back of his armor and headed with Skywalker to the cockpit.

When Solo flipped down a series of switches, the bright lights were replaced by the familiar inkiness of space and blinking light of far-away suns. However, instead of a planet in front of them, hundreds upon thousands of tiny to medium-sized asteroids pelting and colliding with the _Falcon_.

"What the hell is this," Solo asked, immediately returning to his seat to pilot the ship out of the asteroid field. The Wookie next to him garbled something of a statement, which Solo ignored while frantically controlling his spacecraft through the chaos. "We've come out of hyperspace in the middle of a meteor shower or an asteroid collision! But I don't understand, it's not on any of the charts!"

"What's happened," Skywalker asked, reflexing as another meteor harmlessly bounced off the hull of the _Falcon_. "Where'd all this come from?"

"Beats me," Solo replied, eyes glued to a dashboard monitor. "Our position is correct, but there's no Alderaan."

"How is that possible," Jun calmly asked. "Did you enter the coordinates correctly?"

"Of course I entered them correctly! I don't know what to tell you; it's like it's been blown away."

"No," Kenobi matter-of-factly stated. "_Destroyed_, by the Empire."

Jun stared back at the old man after understanding what was just said. He'd seen his fair share of worlds glassed and heard of hundreds more lost to the Covenant, but the energy projectors used on the big ships could only render a planet uninhabitable. The fact that completely destroying a planet was not only a possibility, but that there was something that could physically do this and existed sent a deep chill throughout the entire body of the normally calm Jun.

"Impossible, old man. An entire star-fleet couldn't destroy a whole planet. It would take a thousand ships with more firepower than I've–"

A frenzied beeping threw off Solo's train of thought. He held his breath tightly as he rested his hands away from the control panel. The rogue's attention was laser-focused on the instrument to his left that was making the beeping; a radar-like device that was beeping at an increasingly rapid pace.

"There's a ship coming in," Solo announced in a hushed tone.

Right as the pilot made his announcement, a mass of dull-grey metal flashed across the viewport with a howl of an unseen engine. The ship was vaguely 'H' shaped with a circular cockpit on a spherical hull and the exterior of its wings were covered in massive solar panels.

"It followed us," Skywalker declared.

"It's a short-range fighter," Kenobi said, correcting the eager boy. "They possess no hyperdrives."

"There don't appear to be any bases nearby," Jun asserted, pointing to what he assumed was the ship's scanner. "So unless you've perfected invisibility and stealth technology in this galaxy, there's no way that thing could've gotten this far out on its own."

"Maybe it was part of a convoy, or something."

"Well, wherever he came from, he ain't gonna be around long enough to tell anybody about us," Solo confidently stated, hands a blur at the controls as the _Falcon_ continued to follow the small ship.

"Look," Skywalker said, eagerly pointing ahead of them into space. "It's headed for that small moon in the distance."

As the _Falcon_ continued to close in on the smaller ship, Jun leaned in as he saw a grey speck against the inky blackness of space, seemingly lost and misplaced amongst an endless ocean. But with the _Falcon_ moving ever closer, a pit began to form in Jun's gut as he realized what they were approaching.

"That's not a moon," Jun muttered with a tinge of fear.

"It's a space station," Kenobi finished, the grimness and gravity of the situation flooding into his voice.

Everyone froze as they realized what they were heading towards… everyone except for Han, who snorted at the idea of the speck being a space station. "Impossible; that thing's too big to be a space station."

"Well whatever that is," Jun said, pointing to the grey mass that grew larger and more into focus as they approached it further. "It doesn't look like something we should want any part of. Turn this ship around."

"Yeah…" Solo said, voice trailing off ever so briefly. His eyes were locked on the 'moon', but his hands were a blur as he worked to get his ship in the opposite direction. "I think you're right on this one, big guy." Solo swiveled his seat around as he flipped toggles and lowered levers. "We're getting the hell out of here. Chewie, lock in the auxiliary power!"

The giant beast warbled anxiously and obliged, tapping in commands as an energy source from another section of the ship whined to life. But despite the auxiliary power kicking in, the ship began to shake violently.

"Dammit Chewie," Solo thundered as beads of sweat started to form on his brow. "I said lock in the auxiliary power!"

"Why are we moving _towards_ it," Skywalker exclaimed, eyes leaping from his sockets as the grey sphere grew larger and larger.

As they moved closer to the mammoth sphere, Jun could see millions of individual lights standing out among the dull grey metal, while rows of stationary turrets ran along the surface of the station. An indented pit – which somewhat resembled a dimple on a golf ball of ancient Earth – was pressed along the front of the orb. Jun quickly noticed the ship being pulled into an opening along the equator, which Jun assumed to be a hangar bay.

"We're caught in a tractor beam," Solo frustratedly answered. "It's pulling us inside it!"

"There's got to be something you can do," Skywalker asked in desperation, as the space station continued to grow larger as the _Falcon_ approached it.

"Nope, there's nothing I can do about it, kid," Solo bitterly replied. "I'm already at full power, and if I push her too hard the primary drive will give out and we won't be going anywhere." The captain then furiously flipped several switches as a determined look was etched on his face. "But they won't get me without a fight."

"You cannot win," the wise Kenobi said, calming the on-edge captain some. "But there are alternatives to fighting."

"I'm all ears, old man," Jun said, his fingers absentmindedly brushing up against the barrel his M6G. The S-III was more than willing to go down taking as many enemies as possible, but if there was a way to stay alive to do more damage, then he was open to any and all suggestions.

As the aging Jedi detailed his plan to the others, the _Millennium Falcon_ and her crew floated forward on its own, completely at the mercy of the tractor beam of the monolithic space station. A quartet of powerful laser turrets tracked the arrival of their newest capture as the C-shaped ship was pulled inside the hangar bay.

* * *

><p>As the bleach-white Imperial Stormtroopers and grey-uniformed officers personally inspected every inch of their latest catch, something felt off for the ever-imposing Darth Vader about the beaten-up freighter.<p>

Vader, the Dark Lord of the Sith and the right-hand man for Emperor Palpatine, felt something wasn't right about any of this. He knew Princess Leia was a valuable member to the perpetual thorn-in-his-side Rebellion, but he also knew they wouldn't dare risk the loss of their most vocal proponent even for a target as valuable as the Empire's most fearsome battlestations in the Galaxy.

While he felt several pings of the Force as his men continued to probe the ship, two of them were more noticeable than the others. The first was all too familiar to the Sith Lord; he had sensed this one with much disbelief more than anything else. If this was the man he thought it to be, then he would deal with him in due time. There would certainly be a duel, but the Sith would make sure to end it quickly.

The second was noticeably different. Having been trained to mastery of both sides, Vader knew the Force was an all-powerful, perfect instrument that turned an average sentient into the ultimate destructive tool. And right now it was telling him something didn't belong; not on that ship, not on this station, not even in this Galaxy.

He was confident that this unknown entity was human; the aura surrounding it was gushing with emotional turmoil that was common among humanity. But what intrigued Vader was the human's output of Force sensitivity… of which there was absolutely none at all.

Every being in the known Universe possessed some kind of connection to the Force, it was only natural. But it was almost as if this being were completely devoid of the Force; not even a single speck of the mystical power could be detected. It sent a very mortal tingle up the Dark Lord's spine, but he soon suppressed it when he was approached by a grey uniformed Captain.

"There's no one on board, sir," a nameless officer announced to Vader. "According to the ship's log, the crew abandoned the ship shortly after takeoff. It must be a decoy, sir; all of the escape pods have been jettisoned."

"Have you found any droids?"

"Negative, sir. If there were any, they would've most likely been jettisoned, as well."

Vader looked over the old ship one more time, trying to pin down the source of the mysterious emptiness. "Send a scanning crew aboard," the towering Sith Lord ordered. "I want every part of this ship searched."

"Yes, Lord Vader."

As the lowly officer called for a scanning crew, Vader swiftly departed the hangar bay. He would first deal with his old master quickly, then he would get to the bottom of this curious unknown.

* * *

><p>To say that Jun was in a tight situation at the moment would be an extreme understatement. When Kenobi called for the group to hide in Solo's smuggling hideaways, no one had a problem with fitting two or three into a compartment with little difficulty. No one except the gigantic Jun, of course.<p>

All of his 2.105 meter, 245 lb. body encased in the MJOLNIR armor was crammed into a hole in the _Falcon_'s walkway no larger than a standard weapons crate as Imperial personnel above patrolled the ship. To make matters worse, Jun was shoved into his compartment with the equally large Chewbacca. He had to breathe out through his mouth because of the odors coming from the hairy beast; it smelled like the Wookie hadn't bathed in months.

As Jun and Chewie tried to remain entirely still, he heard the armored footsteps above his compartment. The Imperials had been searching the ship inside-and-out for the past hour, looking for anyone who called this ship theirs.

While the footsteps above them continued, Chewie let out a low warble while trying to maneuver himself to make more space.

"Easy, big fella," Jun quietly said, putting up a gauntleted hand to try and calm the large beast. Jun didn't need a translator for that one; even he could tell the Wookie was uncomfortable. "We'll be out of this soon enough."

Chewie let out another low warble and before Jun could react, the men above stopped directly above their compartment. Jun slowly and quietly reached for his combat knife in the chance that the Imperials above them would look underneath. With his breathing controlled and hand steady, the SPARTAN waited for the moment when his body would uncoil and pounce on the unaware soldiers above.

_"Hey, did you hear something,"_ the first Trooper asked in a synthesized voice. _"I could've sworn I heard some kind of a wail."_

_"Probably just the ship,"_ the other calmly replied. _"This tin can looks like it'll fall apart any second. Let's finish our sweep and get down to the mess hall. I hear they're serving Melahnese tonight."_

_"Melahnese? I'll believe it when I see it."_

The sounds of footsteps began to fade as the soldiers quickly exited the ship. Jun poked the barrel of his DMR out from underneath his hiding spot, and seeing that the coast was clear whistled to the others. He, along with the rest, lifted the smuggling covers and stepped out of their hiding spaces.

"Boy, it's lucky you had these things," Skywalker said, sighing in relief as he pushed the cover of his container beside him.

"I use these for smuggling others," Solo said, hoisting himself out of the compartment with his blaster in hand. "Never thought I'd be smuggling myself." As the others exited their places of hiding, Solo shot a glare at Kenobi. "This is ridiculous. Even if I could take off, I'd never be able to get past that tractor beam."

"Leave that to me," Kenobi cryptically replied with a confident look.

Solo sighed as he holstered scratched the back of his head with his blaster. "Damn fool. I knew you were going to say that."

"Who's the more foolish," the Jedi asked with a smile. "The fool, or the fool who follows him?"

Jun and Chewbacca pulled themselves out from their compartment, each stretching themselves to regain feelings in their cramped limbs.

"How about next time I get the solo container and you get to hide with that thing," Jun frustratedly asked Solo, tossing the smuggler his Anti-Matériel rifle before effortlessly climbing out. Solo nearly fell back, surprised at the weight of the large rifle, before steadying himself. "I could barely breathe with that walking stink-bag taking up half the space."

"I'm sure he feels the same way." Solo tossed Jun his rifle back with plenty of force, but the S-III anticipated this and deftly caught the SRS with one hand. The pilot shook his head and holstered his blaster. "And unless you can make your own bullets on the fly, I'd snap up a blaster as quickly as possible if I were you. Doubt they've got any of those slugs like yours on station."

There were the sounds of clanking and anti-gravity against the floor were coming from the walkway to the left of the group. Two men in dull grey Imperial uniforms and black caps with various ranking symbols walked behind the blue crates on power loaders, foreign devices and materials packed into the navy-blue boxes. The two men stopped right in their tracks, eyes wide and full of surprise at the large group standing before them.

Jun was a blur as he lunged towards the two officers before anyone else knew what to do. Jun first targeted the officer closest to him, aiming the butt end of the SRS at the man's throat and forcing it forward. The rifle connected with tremendous force, enough to crush the man's windpipe and pulverize the entire cervical vertebrae; he was dead before he hit the ground. The second officer was in the process of removing his blaster pistol from its holster when Jun reached for his combat knife. The lightning-fast SPARTAN flipped the knife so that he was holding the tip of the blade, and with a flick of the wrist sent the combat knife soaring end-over-end towards the officer. The carbon steel tactical blade struck dead center in the officer's chest, sinking all the way to the knife's hilt and sending the sorry soul to an early grave.

As Jun pulled out his blade and casually wiped off the man's crimson blood, the rest backed away from the super soldier. Maybe it was out of fear, maybe respect, but no one wanted to say anything lest the man they just met turn his rage on them.

"What," Jun nonchalantly asked, slipping his blade back into its sheath. "No one else was going to do anything."

"Because no one else got the chance," Solo mumbled as he backed away from the grizzly scene and down towards the ramp. With a sly grin, he cupped his hands around his mouth and leaned towards the exit. "Hey, down there! Could you give us a hand with this?"

A pair of Imperial Stormtroopers half-jogged up the ramp, where Solo was there to greet them with a pair of blaster bolts. The soldiers crashed to the deck, each sporting a smoldering, smoking crater in their backs. Luke and Han quickly stripped the two of their armor before Chewie unceremoniously dumped the bodies into one of the smuggling containers.

"Alright, here's the plan," Solo said as he slipped on the Stormtrooper helmet. "While the six of us are sneaking out the emergency exit, the kid's gonna get the observation tower to unlock the door where we ambush 'em. Everyone got it?"

As everyone nodded, Luke stepped out of the main hatch while the rest of the group headed out the emergency exit on the other side of the _Falcon_. Jun looked around, DMR at the ready in case of trouble, and signaled to everyone that the coast was clear. They ran to the watch post, with Jun lagging behind slightly to cover their rear flank. Luckily, no other soldiers came across them as Jun jogged over to the door.

"Come on, kid," Solo murmured. "Draw 'em out already."

Sure enough, the door in front of them slid open and revealed a shocked officer in a jet-black uniform. The Wookie let out a roar and easily swiped the man aside into a row of barrels. The other officer rose to his feet and was in the process of reaching for his pistol when Solo lifted his and fired. The angry red bar of laser impacted the officer directly in his chest, sending the man flying back against the control panel.

Skywalker sprinted into the control room, pressing a button that closed the door. While Jun guarded the door, Luke angrily removed his helmet and shot a glare at the rouge pilot.

"You know between his howling and you blasting everything in sight, it's a wonder everyone in the whole station doesn't know we're here!"

Han arched an eyebrow and leaned his newly-acquired blaster rifle against his shoulder. "Bring 'em on! I prefer a straight fight to all this sneaking around nonsense!"

"Master Luke," 3PO said as he looked up from where he and R2 were tinkering with the controls, defusing the animosity in the room for only a brief moment. "We've found the computer outlet."

"Plug in," Kenobi calmly said to the droids. "We should be able to interpret the entire Imperial network."

R2 politely whistled and extended a probe into the data outlet. His head rotated around as his systems adjusted to the battlestation's network. It reminded Jun of the A.I. units used by the UNSC, albeit in a more… physical form.

The tiny astromech droid's probe circled around several times before a series of beeps and whistles. 3PO leaned in closely to better understand R2's beeps before nodding. "He says he's found the main controls to the power beam holding the ship here. He'll try to make the precise location appear on the monitor."

A green schematic of the generator materialized onto one of the view screens. The schematic continued to shift and zoom in until the screen stayed on a specific segment of the generator.

"The tractor beam is coupled to the main reactor in seven locations," the protocol droid said to the group. "A power loss at one of the terminals will disable the beam and allow the ship to leave."

Kenobi turned to face the group, a look of worry replacing his normally relaxed demeanor. "I don't think either of you can help. I must go this alone."

Han shrugged. "Whatever you say. I've gotten more than I've bargained for on this trip already."

Luke stepped in front of Kenobi as the old man made it for the door with a concerned expression painted on his young face. "But I want to go with you."

"Be patient, Luke," the Jedi encouraged, his calming voice once again working to defuse the tension in the farm boy. "You must stay and watch over the droids. They _must_ be delivered safely, or other star systems will suffer the same fate as Alderaan." Kenobi gently placed his hand on Luke's shoulder. "Your destiny lies on a different path than mine."

The old man opened the door and gave Skywalker a fatherly smile. "The Force will be with you… always." Kenobi looked once more around the room, and saw that only Jun was acknowledging him. The massive SPARTAN – merely a stranger only hours ago who could've gunned him down with ease – gave him a subtle head nod as the old man turned with a faint smile and left the security room.

As Luke watched the door slide down shut, the Wookie let out several low warbles, to which Han smiled and leaned against his towering sidekick. "You said it, Chewie." The smuggler then turned to Luke with a smug grin. "Just where did you dig up that old fossil, anyway?"

"Ben is a great man," Luke angrily asserted, now standing just inches away from the slightly taller Solo.

"Yeah, great at getting us into trouble."

"Well I didn't see you coming up with anything!"

Their brief spat was interrupted by the excited squeals of R2. The astromech rocked back and forth on his two legs, continuing his squeals.

"What is it," Luke asked.

"I'm not quite sure, sir," 3PO replied. "He's saying 'I've found her', and keeps repeating that she's here."

"Who's she? Who's here?"

"Princess Leia."

Astonished, Luke let his rifle fall clean from his hands as he approached the droid. "The Princess is here!? Where is she?"

"Princess," Solo said, obviously confused over the new developments "What princess?"

The tiny robot continued his search into the station's records for several seconds before beeping and whistling again. A new image materialized on one of the displays, showing the Princess resting on a flat and barren block of metal in a tiny detention room.

"Level Five, Detention Block AA23," 3PO answered before the R2 unit beeped several more times. "I'm afraid she's scheduled to be terminated rather shortly."

"Oh no…" Luke lowly uttered. The boy looked around the room at Han and Jun, unsure of what to do next. "We have to do something!"

Han feverishly shook his head. "What are you talking about? We don't have to do anything!"  
>"The droids belong to her! We have to help her!"<p>

"Now look here, kid. Don't get any funny ideas; the old man wants us to wait right here."

Skywalker hustled back over to the console 3PO and R2 were occupying. "But he didn't know she was here! We have to find a way to the detention block."

Han defiantly took an empty seat and put his feet up. "I'm not goin' anywhere!"

"They're gonna execute her," Luke fired back. "Just a few minutes ago you said you didn't want to wait here and be captured and now all you want to do is _stay_?!"

"Marching into the detention area is _not_ what I had in mind!

"But they're going to execute her!"

"Better her than me!"

Fed up with the constant arguing between Solo and Skywalker getting the group absolutely nowhere closer to getting off this station, Jun balled his hand into a fist and slammed it on one of the nearby control stations. The loud metallic slam of his gauntleted hand – which made a large indentation in the station he was standing the closest to – caught attention of everyone in the room, regardless of whether they were human or not.

"Enough! This back-and-forth bullshit is getting us nowhere!"

Jun took a long, frosty glare at Solo and Skywalker. They both saw reflections of themselves in the orange-red visor of Jun's Scout variant helmet, seeing the slight fear they showed as the towering, heavily armored human showing aggression towards them. Neither of them wanted to get on Jun's bad side, especially after the lethality used against the two Imperial officers in the _Falcon_.

"In case you haven't noticed, we are in hostile territory, surrounded by possibly hundreds of thousands of enemy soldiers who are looking to kill any intruders. And the longer we stay here, the chances of them finding and killing us go up with every passing minute." He then pointed to the image of Leia on the display screen. "If she is as important to this rebellion as she claims to be, then getting her off this station is our primary objective. And until the old man disables the tractor beam, our _only _objective."

Han rolled his eyes and swiveled his chair around to one of the stations to face away from everyone else. Luke looked like he was going to say something, but instead he moved to the other end of the room for a moment. A wiry smile crept onto the boy's face as he headed back over to Han.

"She's rich."

Solo's eyes widened for a split second and the Wookie happily mumbled something as Luke relayed this information to him. "Rich," the smuggler asked with an arched eyebrow.

"Rich, and powerful. If you were to rescue her, the reward would be…"

"What?"

"Well a lot bigger than you can imagine!"

"I don't know, I can imagine quite a bit."

"You'll get it… I'll make sure of it."

Solo looked to Chewie for a moment, who garbled something that sounded positive, and Solo smiled and nodded.

While Jun was disgusted that Han would only go along with the rescue op for the money, he was also grateful that he had a skilled pilot and fighter with him and the boy. And the towering Wookie was also just as likely to follow along with Solo.

"OK," Solo said, wagging his finger at Luke. "But you'd better be right about this." Han then turned to the Warrant Officer. "So what's your plan, big guy? Head down to the detention level and blast anyone in sight with that slugthrower of yours? Because I recall you saying there were probably something like hundreds of thousands of bad guys on this station."

"No," Jun said, walking over to the wall to grab a pair of gold binders. "I have a better idea."

* * *
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* * *

><p>For Princess Leia Organa, time had all but run out.<p>

She laid back on her bed – or a slab of metal, more accurately – recovering from the traumatic experience of witnessing her home world of Alderaan be used as a test for the Death Star's main weapon. She watched helplessly as the planet she loved and grew up on be blown to bits in one blast from the sickly green blast of the space station. Her parents, her friends, all the people of her world… gone in an instant just to show the might of their super-weapon.

She did everything she could to mislead the Imperial slime into investigating Dantooine, But it was of no use; the treacherous Tarkin had seen right through her plan and ordered both the search of the planet and the destruction of Alderaan. They would surely find the bases, long abandoned and not used in years, and Tarkin would certainly send the insidious Darth Vader to end her life as slowly and painfully as possible.

She wanted to cry, but remained strong. As long as there was a light in the Galaxy that dared to stand up to the atrocities committed by the Empire, than she could die happy.

Suddenly, the door to her cell opened and an undersized Stormtrooper rushed through. It stopped in the middle of the cell, but it didn't appear to be showing hostilities. It just stood easy in the center of the cell, blaster rifle hanging limply from its grasp.

"Aren't you a little short for a Stormtrooper?"

"Huh," the Stormtrooper said, cocking its head in confusion. Leia withheld a laugh before the soldier took off its helmet. Long dirty-blonde locks were the first thing she saw of the man inside the helmet, followed by piercing blue eyes and a young face.

"My name is Luke Skywalker, I'm here to rescue you!"

Simultaneously shocked and relieved, Leia picked herself up off the metal slab. "Who?"

"I'm here to rescue you! I've got your R2 unit and I'm here with Ben Kenobi!"

"Ben Kenobi," Leia exclaimed, moving over and grabbing the Skywalker boy by the shoulders. "Where is he?!"

Skywalker led the Princess out of her cell, and as she turned the corner, she stopped dead in her tracks at the sight of a gigantic, armored individual standing in front of her. It towered over Leia and Skywalker, topping out at just a foot short of touching the ceiling with its head, and was encased in deep green armor with a distinguishing orange-red visor on the helmet. Cradled in its hands was a black rifle, while a gun-metal grey sidearm and a cylinder of strange metal were attached to each of its hips. Dozens of pouches and pockets were scattered across its chest, and the protective sheath of a melee weapon attached to its shoulder. She also noticed the armor was covered in scratches, scars and burn marks.

Whatever this thing was, it was ready for a fight.

"I'm picking up multiple contacts coming up the elevator shaft of the control room," the being said, shocking the Alderannian princess with its abilities to speak Basic, albeit with an unidentifiable accent. "They're bunched together and hiding their actual numbers, but I'm estimating at least two squads of Imperials, most likely more."

"How long until they get here?"

"Less than a minute. Solo and the Wookie will be overrun if we don't reinforce them immediately."

"Agreed, let's go," Skywalker jogged ahead, blaster rifle readied for the coming counterattack.

The giant started to turn before noticing the Princess hesitate to move with him. It took plenty to frighten the confident and brave woman, but a well-armed, hulking warrior certainly had some effect on her.

The man turned back, and his visor faded away, showing tanned skin and piercing blue eyes underneath the imposing armor.

"Ma'am, I highly recommend you come with us. Your chances of survival are increased under our protection."

"Under _your_ protection," Leia said, insulted at the insinuation of weakness. "I don't need your protection, no matter how well armed you or your friends appear to be."

The armored man shrugged and jogged back ahead, with Leia finally following behind him. Despite the bulky and heavy look of the armor, the man in front of her moved quickly and gracefully without any signs of difficulty. It reminded her more and more of the Mandalorian warriors she had heard stories of from her father. How Kenobi managed to recruit a Mandalorian into the rescue mission was beyond her, but she was more than thankful for its service.

They soon caught up to the Skywalker boy, and together they continued towards the elevator in the control room. Running down the long corridor, she heard the familiar sounds of laser fire, and the three quickened their pace.

Running down the corridor was another man donned in Stormtrooper helmet, most likely Skywalker's partner. He appeared much taller than Skywalker, but nowhere near as tall as the armored one. This rescuer sported ear-length brown hair and a scar on his chin. And following him was a towering Wookie, armed with a long-barreled rifle.

_Some rescue party_, Organa thought.

"Can't get out that way," said the taller man, winded after running the length of the walkway.

"Looks like you've managed to cut off our only escape route."

The taller man looked back at the Princess, amazed that someone he just met could throw an insult at him like that. "Maybe you'd like it back in your cell, _your Highness_."

"Contacts," the green-armored man shouted, interrupting the brief argument between the two. "Dead ahead!"

A red bar of laser passed over his shoulder and crashed into the bulkhead, forcing the group into tight cover behind supports of the wall. The two in Stormtrooper armor and the giant Wookie opened fire with their laser blasters, sending bolts of plasma back at the enemy.

The green giant brought up its black rifle and pressed down on the trigger. But instead of a red laser blast, all that came out of the barrel was a puff of smoke and a small burst of fire. A small barrel of metal ejected from a slot towards the end of the bounced off the grating in the floor before Leia scooped it up, inspecting it closely before letting it slip through her fingers.

"A slug thrower," the Princess shouted over the weapons blasts. "You two idiots brought along the only slug-throwing Mandalorian in the Galaxy to break me free?"

"He's a lot more handy in a fight that you realize," the one called Skywalker replied.

The group of Stormtroopers in front of them unleashed a flurry of laser fire at the group. The many of the blasts continued down the long corridor, impacting the wall at the far end, while several hit close enough to force the group back into cover. But one laser stayed true and struck the armored fighter square in the chest, while another hit him the neck.

Leia feared the worst as the towering soldier recoiled against the impact of the dual lasers.

* * *

><p>The pair of energy blasts hit Jun square in the chest and neck. If Jun were any other soldier, the high-intensity laser blasts would've melted through his armor and given him third-degree burns, charring his skin black and singing his nerve-endings shut. The incredibly intense burns would melt through his skin and burn the sensitive organs, causing an immediate death.<p>

But Jun wasn't the average soldier. Through the Project CHRYSANTHEMUM augmentations and the technological marvel that was the MJOLNIR Mark V power armor, Jun had become an incredible soldier. He nor his SPARTAN III brothers and sisters were as skilled as the legendary SPARTAN IIs, but they were more than efficient killing machines.

The twin bars of red energy crashed into Jun and the shields of the MJOLNIR flashed in front of him. The laser bolts dissipated, and the shields dropped to 50% strength as the S-III brought up his M392 and resumed fire. The NATO rounds fired by the durable Designated Marksman Rifle continued to tear through the weak armor of the Imperial Stormtroopers, leaving gaping wounds and bloody remains of the incoming troopers. Every so often, Jun would pop out of cover and deal death from his 'primitive' weaponry, dropping one or two Stormtroopers before wheeling back around cover.

The Princess, who had been making negative comments about his weaponry, was quickly silenced as Jun's pinpoint accuracy dropped four more bleach-white troopers, sending the opposing soldiers for cover. Hopefully she understood that while they may not be as advanced as a laser rifle, a bullet was equally effective.

Jun thought back to how they'd gotten down here in the first place. His plan had gone off swimmingly to start; Skywalker and Solo had remained in their Stormtrooper disguises, escorting the "prisoner" Chewbacca down to the detention level, while Jun had been posing as a bounty hunter hired to search for the missing droids and feigned being lost in the station. What followed was a short, tense, feverish skirmish between the four allies and the security personnel of the detention block. They'd been taken out with ease by Jun's pinpoint accuracy with the M392 DMR and the occasional blaster fire from Solo, Skywalker or Chewie, while the other three focused mainly on destroying or disabling the numerous security cameras placed in the control room. From there it was only a matter of time before they found the Princess locked away in her cell.

"Threepio," Skywalker said into his communicator, calling for the gold droid. "Threepio, do you read me? Are there any other ways out of the cell bay, we've been cut off!"

Solo and Jun continued to fire on the mass of troops, red lasers from both sides crisscrossing the gap with 7.62x51mm rounds sprinkled in for good measure. It seemed that for every one solider they downed, two or three more took their place. The amount of laser fire from the other side increased as Solo, Chewie and Jun did everything they could to return fire and cut down the opposing numbers.

"There isn't any other way out," Luke said, putting away his communicator and joining in the firefight.

Laser blasts and bullets filled the air for several seconds, with the five taking cover after a split second to return fire.

"I don't think I can hold them off forever," Solo said, jumping back behind cover just as another series of blasts passed through the space he previously occupied.

Jun put a trio of bullets in a tight grouping of one Stormtrooper's chest before reloading. "Someone better think of something fast before they overwhelm us."

"I'd sure like to know what your meaning of 'overwhelmed' is, big guy!"

"This is some rescue," Leia announced, sounding more and more annoyed with every passing second. "You had a plan for getting in, but did you have a plan for getting out?"

"_They're_ the brains, sweetheart!"

After another barrage of laser fire, two-man teams of Stormtroopers began to slowly advance, with their squadmates laying down suppressive fire behind them. It made opening fire increasingly difficult; even Jun could only get off two or three shots before ducking back for cover, his shields dropping with every blast he took.

With a huff of impatience, the Princess grabbed Skywalker's blaster and fired at a nearby ground-level shaft behind Solo.

"Just what the hell are you doing?"

"Someone has to save our skins!" She fired several times into the mass of enemy soldiers before tossing the blaster back to Skywalker.

"Into the garbage chute, flyboy," she ordered, going down the shaft feet-first.

Luke resumed firing as the fire squads continued to slowly progress. The group continued to take out enemy soldiers, but no matter how many of the bastards Jun or the other three killed, many more seemed to materialize out of thin air. It wouldn't be long before they were overwhelmed and cut down, ending this foolish rescue mission.

The Wookie moved forward to be the next one down the chute. It took one whiff of the smell coming from the garbage shaft and roared in refusal.

"Get in there, you big oaf," Solo shouted, inching more and more behind his cover as the laser fire increased. "I don't care what you smell!" Solo kicked Chewie a few times, forcing the giant creature down the garbage chute.

The hallway began to fill with smoke from the ongoing laser battle, lowering the field of visibility substantially.

"Wonderful girl," Solo grunted, blasting an approaching Stormtrooper in the chest. Several bars of plasma chased the smuggler back behind cover. "If I don't end up killing her, I might actually like her!"

Jun emptied his clip into another grouping of troopers, quickly reloaded and rejoined the fight. "Skywalker, you're next! Solo, give him some covering fire!"

Solo hammered down the trigger of his blaster, spitting angry red laser bolts down the hallway and gunning down what troopers hadn't found cover. Jun joined in and opened fire with his DMR, dealing even more of a protective blanket of weapons fire.

Luke took the opportunity and dove head-first down the garbage chute, now leaving only Jun and Solo left to hold off the Stormtroopers.

"Alright, you're next big guy," Solo shouted.

"No. I'll hold them off long enough for you to–"

"Just go, I'll be fine!"

A tight grouping of several laser bolts hit Jun in the chest, dropping his shields to a dangerous percentage and triggering the audible warning in his helmet. With little choice, Jun quickly leapt over to the other side of the corridor next to Han and took the plunge down the dark chute.

Metal grinded on metal as the Warrant Officer slid down the chute. The dark shaft finally deposited Jun several feet above a large pile of trash and liquid. The soldier nearly sunk completely through the pile of garbage, pulling himself up just as he came into contact with a thick layer of liquid above the floor. Jun saw Skywalker and Organa gagging from the unimaginably awful smell coming from the confined space of the garbage compactor, and he couldn't have been more thankful for the air scrubbers of the Mark V.

The SPARTAN's augmented vision allowed him to get a perfect look at the boxy, incredibly tight area that the group would reside in for the foreseeable future. At the front of the facility was Chewbacca struggling to open a thick-looking door, while Skywalker and the Princess looked around for another way out of the facility. The high walls and lack of any access points prevented Jun from seeing any other exit in the boxy area. The door the Wookie was desperately trying to open was the only way in or out of the facility.

It wasn't long until Jun heard a screaming Solo joining the rest of the group in the trash pit. A sour look crossed his face as he picked himself out of the pile of watery, foul-smelling trash.

"Oh what a terrific idea the garbage chute turned out to be," Solo sarcastically quipped, directing his anger at the Princess. "And what a wonderful new smell we've discovered. You know, I had everything under control until you decided to bring us down here!"

The Princess looked away in embarrassment, while Solo brought up his rifle and aimed at the door.

"Chewie, get away from there."

Before anyone could do anything, Han fired a single bolt at the door. But instead of blasting through the door like it should have, the laser bolt ricocheted around the compactor several times, nearly killing everyone in the confined space before the rouge bolt splashed harmlessly into the sewage water.

Luke picked himself up from the trash pile, turned to his partner, and exploded. "WOULD YOU FORGET IT? I ALREADY TRIED, IT'S MAGNETICALLY SEALED!"

As Leia, Skywalker and Solo began to argue with each other, Jun thought about using one of his frag grenades to blast the door open, but there wasn't enough sufficient cover to hide behind to avoid the shrapnel, so that was out. And Jun hadn't brought along any demo charges to blast open the door any other way.

Just then, a thought popped into the soldier's head, and a thin smile formed just as quickly as it vanished. Jun clamped his DMR to his back and reached for his appropriated Type-1 Energy Weapon and activated the sword. With a sharp _hiss_, the four-foot blade of the Covenant weapon materialized, illuminating the dark garbage facility. Jun moved over to the door, moving through the thick garbage liquid and piles of trash with ease, and pushed aside the large Wookie.

Jun stabbed the door with the sword, and the blade cut through the thick door without much difficulty. But when the super-soldier tried to move the sword in a circular motion, he found it was more difficult than he anticipated. Not even the super-heated plasma sword that could cut through Titanium-A starship armor and UNSC BDU like a cutting torch through tin, but this door must have been made of an incredibly dense and thick metal. Even with his immense strength, Jun could only move the sword a few inches at a time.

As the S-III began slowly bring the blade downward when an inhuman roar broke the argument brewing between the three. It reminded Jun of the roar an Elite would make as it charged into battle, only deeper and much louder. The guttural roars bounced off the metallic walls, amplifying its calls.

Skywalker jumped a few feet in the air and moved away from the spot he was standing in. "Something just brushed against my leg," the boy exclaimed, pointing his blaster at the empty space in the liquid.

"I don't see anything," Solo said, his voice echoing in the compactor. "I _can't_ see anything."

Jun took a moment to look at his motion tracker, seeing a quick flash of red a few feet south of their position. The red blob flashed again, this time much closer than it was before.

"I'm picking up something," Jun announced, having stopped cutting and moved the sword into an attacking position. "It's moving too quickly… there!"

The SPARTAN pointed the bright sword at a spot between Luke and Solo, illuminating that one part of the area. A slimy and spongy-looking tentacle barely breached the surface before submerging once again.

"Where? I didn't see anything," Solo announced, looking around the room for the source of the sound. "Just get back to cutting, would you?"

Suddenly, Luke was pulled underneath the liquid. Solo and Leia sprang into action, moving away pieces of trash and debris in a vain effort to find Skywalker in the darkness.

Jun looked to his motion tracker, and the red blob was rapidly moving underneath the sewage liquid, preventing the S-III from getting a solid read on Luke's position.

* * *

><p>In a security station, located miles underneath the armored outer plating of the Death Star hull and layers upon layers of sections and subsections, the icy Grand Moff Wilhuff Tarkin stood watch in front of a display, cool and collected as always.<p>

He'd finally caught the intruders who'd so brazen and recklessly attempted to rescue the troublesome Princess Leia from her cell, keeping her from termination for the moment.

As the five struggled against the dianoga that had taken residence of garbage compactor 3263827 for the past several months, he'd looked at the still images captured by the security recorders of the new unknowns who had risked everything to rescue the Senator.

There were the two humans who had by some means managed to acquire Imperial Stormtrooper armor, allowing them to go through the battle station undetected and ambush the security personnel in Detention Block AA23. Once they were captured, Tarkin would make sure they receive the maximum punishment for their actions.

There was the tall, powerful Wookie banging on the door of the trash compactor. He, too, had been a part of the breakout of the Princess, but posed little threat to the Grand Moff. Once the two humans were dead and the troublesome Princess recaptured, the Wookie would be shipped off to some remote corner of the Empire for slave labor, worked until its body gave out and was then disposed of.

There was the one, however, attempting to cut through the thick security door that posed the gravest threat to Tarkin and his subordinates. He'd watched the footage of the monstrous soldier take several direct hits from Stormtrooper fire over and over again. But instead of being blasted off its feet and dying as it should have, a protective gold film flashed around the warrior, preventing the powerful lasers from killing it. The soldier then fired off several shots from its primitive slugthrower, eliminating the Imperial troopers at the other end of the corridor with frightening ease.

He watched now as this unknown variable continued to carve through the security door with its strange, glowing cutter, slowly making it halfway through the door. An unfamiliar chill ran up the commander's spine as he imagined more soldiers like this one under the employ of the Rebellion. But at the same time, he was intrigued by the armor. The shielding technology was above and beyond anything the Empire was in the process of developing, and would unquestionably make an impact in their infantry battles against the Rebels and anyone else foolish enough to challenge the mighty Empire. Perhaps if the man were given an offer even he couldn't refuse, he would renounce he rebellious ways and pledge an undying loyalty to Emperor Palpatine.

"Sir," a nameless ensign said, bringing the powerful Moff back to the moment. "Would you like me to order down a fire-team to eliminate them?"

"No, that will not be necessary." A quick smile flashed on his face as an idea formed. "Activate the compactor."

The operator punched in a command code, activating the heavy-duty trash compactor and impromptu death-bringer in the hopes that it would crush them slowly and painfully.

Tarkin gave his full attention back to the main display, where the dianoga finally released the smaller intruder, and the gears sounded and began to move the compactor walls closer and closer. He gave a thin, sick smile as the walls moved closer and closer together, watching with satisfaction as the two males and the Princess tried to use the larger pieces of trash to pointlessly brace the walls.

_How oh how will you find a way out of this, Leia Organa?_

Tarken then watched as the armored giant ceased its efforts in cutting through the door and braced his arms and legs against the walls of the compactor in a vain effort of stopping the crushing mechanism.

The Governor suppressed a laugh at the fool's misguided attempt; the industrial-strength trash compactor was capable of flattening steel and crushing any other material known in the Galaxy. His actions would only delay the inevitable, and it was only a matter of time until his strength failed and allowed the compactor to crush them into nothing.

"Wait… wait something's wrong," the ensign said, rapidly tapping on the panel. "Something is shutting down the compactors, locking me out of the system."

"What," Tarkin questioned, positioning himself over the operator's shoulder to see for himself.

And sure enough, the lights of the keypad flickered twice before going dark, and the compactor schematic on the display screen showed someone or something commanding the machinery into a full reverse.

It wasn't long until the compactor walls stopped once again, but this time it was followed by the parting of the walls. The security door was then opened and the five hurried to leave the compactor.

The normally cool Tarkin was furious. He had them right where he wanted them, and just like that they escaped with nary a scratch on them. This was to be another highlight of his long service to the Republic and to the Empire, and all of it was washed away because of the actions of an outsider who had hacked past their layers electronic security.

"I want a platoon of troopers sent down to the detention level at once," the man said, hiding the rage bubbling inside him very well. "And I want them eliminated immediately!"

The Moff quickly left the security station, not wanting to let the men serving under him to witness a furious outburst. These five would rue the day they thought they could escape from Grand Moff Wilhuff Tarken and his Death Star.

* * *

><p>Following their close encounter with the garbage compactor, the group continued onward in the hopes that they could quickly and quietly reach the hangar bay holding the <em>Millennium Falcon<em>. And aside from a few arguments between Solo and the Senator, the group remained quiet for most of the trip. Occasionally Jun would catch the Princess glancing at him every now and then, and every time he would look back she turned away.

She looked incredibly young to be involved in politics, making it all the way up to Senator was something to be proud of. But at the same time, she must have ruffled some feathers in the past to get her in this much trouble with the Empire. They wouldn't have captured her unless she'd pissed off the wrong man.

"I've never seen a Mandalorian so brave and foolish enough to do something like this against the Empire," Leia said, breaking the uneasy silence. "You must have some death wish."

"I'm not a Mandalorian, whatever that is."

Leia shook her head in disbelief. "That's impossible. You wear similar armor to them, you reflect all incoming fire just like them, and you're just as skilled in combat as they are."

Jun shrugged. "Sorry to disappoint, but I'm not Mandalorian."

"Well if you're not a Mandalorian, then what are you?"

"He won't say," Luke commented. "He's really secretive when it comes to stuff like that. The only thing I know about him is his name, and even that was a struggle."

"So then you're a mercenary. It's hard to believe leadership would be so desperate for my rescue, but I've had enough surprises for one lifetime."

Jun kept quiet and maintained a watchful eye over his motion tracker, mainly because he didn't care what they said. He could've corrected them at any time, spilling his guts over the SPARTAN-III Program, his actions as a member of Noble Team, and how he got here (something he was still trying to figure out), but he wasn't a talker, at least not with civilians. And even when among UNSC soldiers, he wasn't particularly chatty.

Only when he was with his fellow SPARTANs did he feel more comfortable being open, but even Noble wouldn't talk about much except for mission parameters, enemy troop strength, and competitions with Emile over who could get the better kill.

With Solo leading the way, they'd resumed their pace back to the ship, but Jun had doubts over the pilot's ability to lead. He'd narrowly missed several scouting parties, and had a complete disregard for any idea of stealth. It was only a matter of time before they were discovered due to Solo's carelessness.

Sure enough, Jun's worries were realized as they were discovered by another scouting party after passing through an operations terminal. Solo blasted the lead trooper, sending the others running off.

"Get back to the ship," Solo shouted, boldly charging after the Stormtrooper patrol. Chewie hesitated for a second, but eventually ran after his friend.

"Your friend has courage, I'll give him that," Leia commented, watching as the Wookie went after its friend.

"Won't do him much good if he gets himself killed," Skywalker remarked, grabbing Leia by the arm before turning to Jun. "Jun, go make sure they don't get themselves blasted."

"No, I'm coming with you." "Our mission is to ensure her survival, and that's what I'm making sure happens."

"Jun, I've got this covered," Luke said, confidence rising as he spoke to the towering soldier. "If those two get captured or killed, then it won't matter that we get the Princess to safety."

The SPARTAN saw a much different person standing before him. Instead of the easily bullied, weak-willed farm boy, Skywalker had found a degree of bravery and courageousness during this daring situation that led him to taking charge of the situation.

Under normal circumstances, Jun would've brushed off a civilian ordering him around and knocked him down a peg or two. But these were far from normal circumstances. And Luke makde a valid argument about protecting the pilots rather than the cargo. Solo was the only person in their outfit who could expertly pilot that hunk of junk sitting in the cargo bay, but Luke was the only one who was willing to admit that.

Racking a round into the chamber of his DMR, Jun gave a short nod to the farm boy and took off after the two smugglers. It didn't take him long to run into them again, this time sprinting in the exact opposite direction. And soon enough, Jun saw why and skidded to a stop. A full platoon of Stormtroopers came charging down the narrow hallway, their jet-black blaster rifles contrasting sharply with the pristine-white armor of the Imperial infantrymen.

Jun popped off several shots from his DMR into the mass of enemy soldiers, barely making a dent in the oncoming horde, before turning and sprinting away from the scene. Jun rationalized that he was making a tactical retreat instead of an all-out fleeing, completely understanding that even he would have been cut down under the storm of firepower making his way towards him.

It only took a few seconds for Jun to catch up with Solo and Chewie, slowing down from an all-out sprint into a light jog, even as the two continued to run as fast as they could.

"I'm assuming you don't have a plan for getting us out of this," Jun said, his pace brisk and breathing normal despite running at over 55 kph a short while ago.

"Outrun 'em, hide, and then head down to the ship," Solo answered, his breaths labored after sprinting for so long.

Jun sighed and rolled his eyes at Solo's assuredly half-thought plan. But a barrage of laser fire from the oncoming Stormtrooper platoon forced him to focus on the moment at hand rather than the failings of Solo's strategy. The trio fired back into the wall of Stormtroopers, continuing to outrun the approaching enemy troopers.

"Close the blast door," Jun heard one of the troopers order. "Close the blast door!"

Shortly after, a thick-looking blast door began to quickly close, forcing the three non-Imperials to quicken their pace. Jun was the first one through, clearing it easy while waiting for the others to join him on the other side. As the Wookie was the next one through, the SPARTAN pulled out an M9 frag grenade and primed it, waiting for the right moment to throw it into the mob of Stormtroopers.

At the last possible second, just before the blast door's opening became too narrow, Solo dove through and Jun lobbed the grenade through just before the blast door finally closed shut. Jun heard dulled shouts that were quickly followed by a muffled _thump_, silencing the pursuers.

Jun looked down at Solo, gasping and panting heavily as if he had just finished running a marathon, and kept his breath steady. He might as well have gone on a walk in the park with the calm and composure he was showing. Solo glared up at him, trying to say something smart, before slumping back to the deck.

"I think it's best if _I_ take the lead on this one," Jun said, picking up Solo from the ground.

"Whatever gets us to the ship quicker," solo replied, dusting himself off.

With Jun leading the way, they'd expertly evaded several large patrol groups as they made their way down two more levels of the station, waiting for Luke and Leia to regroup with them.

Hugging the wall of a corridor with his DMR at the ready, Jun observed the movements of the Stormtroopers posted outside the _Falcon_. Their numbers had increased some since word had spread of their release of the Princess and escape from the detention level.

Soon, Luke and Leia came running down the hallway, panting heavily as they formed up behind Solo along the wall.

"What kept you," Solo asked.

"We, uh… ran into some old friends," Leia answered, an acquired blaster pistol held in her hand.

"Is the ship alright," Skywalker asked.

Solo moved ahead of Jun for a moment, making sure he stayed out of sight. "Looks alright from where I'm standing. I just hope the old man got the tractor beam out of commission."

They'd waited, and waited, and waited for some time for an opening to appear so they could make a break for the

"I'm going to distract them," Jun said, readying his rifle. "You make a break for it, understood."

"Just wait a little while longer," Luke said, moving ahead to stand next to the SPARTAN.

Just then, out of nowhere, the Stormtrooper guards left their posts, jogging over to something new going on to the right of them. Solo craned his neck out of cover to see if all the troopers were leaving their posts, and he was more than satisfied that they had.

"Now's our chance," Solo whispered. "Go, now!"

The group sprinted from their cover across the short distance to the stationary _Millennium Falcon_. Jun saw the two droids moving as fast as they could out of a corner station in the hangar bay.

_How had they avoided capture this whole time,_ Jun thought keeping one eye on the Stormtroopers.

As the five made their way up to the ramp, Jun took a glance over and saw Kenobi dueling with another imposingly tall, black-armored figure. He couldn't tell if it was machine or man at first glance, standing about roughly the same height as Jorge out of his armor. A smooth-flowing black cape was draped over the mechanical suit, its breastplate filled with numerous blinking lights, dials, and buttons. Its helmet was oddly shaped, with an oblong face place encased in a curved protection plate. Its eye coverings were bulbous and pitch black, while the mouthpiece was triangular and jutted outward some.

The helmet and mask reminded Jun of the decorative headpieces of the ancient samurai warriors of feudal Japan. They too were designed with intimidation of their enemy in mind.

Clutched in its hands was a lightsaber similar to Kenobi's , but this one possessed an angry-red blade whereas Kenobi's was blue.

"Ben," Skywalker muttered, standing in his place as he watched his friend duel the mechanical man, unsure of how the swordfight would end.

Jun saw Obi-Wan glance over his shoulder, first at Jun, then at Luke, and a strange smile formed onto the old man's face. It was one of pride and content; he almost gave the mechanical man a mischievous grin.

Kenobi closed his eyes, calmly exhaled, and held his saber completely vertical to his body. Taking advantage, the man in the black armor reared back and swung horizontally at Kenobi's chest. The Jedi's cloak fell to the deck, but the old man's body was nowhere to be found; all that was left was his robe and lightsaber.

"NO," shouted Luke, eyes wide with horror.

The Stormtroopers heard Luke's pained cries and turned to open fire. Red laser bolts filled the air, crashing into the hull of the _Falcon_ and the surrounding area. Luke angrily returned fire, refusing to budge from his spot.

"Luke," Leia called out from the ramp. "Luke, we have to go! It's too late!"

Two bolts splashed against Jun's thigh and stomach, dropping his shields a few percentages. Jun opened fire, dropping the trooper who fired them with two precise shots to the chest and moved to grab Luke by the collar of his tunic.

"Let me go," Luke demanded, rage filling every word from his mouth. "They killed Ben!" Luke tried everything he could to free himself of Jun's grip and return to the fight, but the vice-like grip of the S-III prevented him from doing nothing but struggle.

"And we'll be dead too if we don't get out of here!"

Jun threw him up the ramp of the _Falcon_, gunning down several Stormtroopers as he did so. Just before he headed into the _Falcon_, his eye caught on the black-armored menace that he ended the life of Kenobi advancing and unloaded the remaining nine bullets of the clip.

The 7.62x51mm rounds cut across the distance in less than a heartbeat, and then would've cut through the being's chest and exited through its back in a gory and brutal display.

But none of that happened. Instead, the black-armored sword wielder lifted its hand up some and the bullets _stopped_ two feet in front of it. It then closed its gauntleted fist, and the mass of bullets compressed and formed together into a misshapen ball of lead the size of a tangerine.

Stunned, Jun let the weight of the M392 bring his arms down in a mixed posture of defeat and bewilderment, still questioning whether what he'd just seen actually happened.

With a flick of the wrist so subtle only Jun's heightened vision could see it, the armored man sent the ball of lead flying towards Jun with frightening speed. The ball slammed into Jun's chest, completely draining his shields and knocking him flat on his back.

With his suit giving off a very audible warning in his helmet and the air in his lungs all but gone, Jun picked himself up and ran over to the still opened _Falcon_ hatch and headed up the ramp.

Once inside, he made his way into the now cramped cockpit, shields slowly building back to 100%.

"Punch it," Jun said, ripping off his helmet the second the hatch closed.

"Let's just hope the old man shut down the deflector shield," Solo commented, feverishly pressing buttons and dials. "Or else this is gonna be a real short trip. Hit it!"

The ship stirred to life as the pilots poured everything into the engines. The _Falcon_ lifted off the ground and quickly turned to face the hangar exit. The engines roared to life and the _Millennium Falcon_ and her passengers blasted off into the inky blackness of space.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Don't forget to follow, favorite, and review!**
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* * *

><p>"The space station is heavily shielded," Jun heard the commanding officer, a grey-bearded General by the name of Dadonna, announce to the personnel massed into the small briefing chamber. "And carries firepower greater than that of half a star fleet."<p>

As the men and women of the Rebel Alliance murmured and whispered to each other, Jun remained quiet. It would be a tough target to take out, but it was far from impenetrable. Countless battles and years of fighting experience had taught him that no enemy was invincible. Even the mighty Hunters could be killed with a few well-placed shots to the exposed portions of their slimy skin.

But even a space station of this magnitude and power made the normally calm Jun a little uneasy.

"Its defenses are designed around a direct, large-scale assault. However, a small, one-man fighter should be able to penetrate the outer defense."

He'd remained relatively quiet for most of the escape of the Death Star and the landing at the Massassi Outpost on the moon of Yavin IV, especially now as he analyzed the attack plan for this Death Star. He'd gotten a look at their fighter craft in the hangar – X-Wings and Y-Wings he recalled an engineer call them – but was less than impressed. They looked old and beat up, but the SPARTAN cracked a rare smile when the engineer pointed out his own battered armor.

He looked around at the men donned in their orange flight suits, trying to soak in as much of the proposed battle plan as possible while keeping their minds off the fact that their actions were tantamount to suicide.

"You will be required to maneuver straight down this trench and skim the surface to this point." The digital display began to travel down the simulated trench before ending up at a small exhaust port whose measurements identified it as barely larger than the M274 "Mongoose" ATV.

"The target area is only two meters wide, it's a small thermal exhaust port, right below the main port. The shaft leads directly to the reactor system, and a precise hit will start a chain reaction, which should destroy the station."

It wasn't an impossible objective – Jun himself had succeeded in taking out targets with much smaller windows thousands of times before – but there were countless new variables that needed to be accounted for; space battles were never Jun's area of expertise.

Jun immediately thought back to one of the more recent operations he'd partaken in with Noble before the events on Reach. It was one of his first missions as a member of Noble Team, an assassination of a high-ranking member of the Covenant, but he remembered the calm Carter and Kat exuded before the op began, reminding him that he had the easiest part of the mission.

"_Me and Noble Two are the ones who have to make sure the target moves into position. All you have to do is take the shot I know you can make._"

He let out a silent, heavy sigh. He missed them; Jorge, Kat, Carter, Six, even Emile, he missed them all dearly. They were his family, and without them or the UNSC giving him the next mission and a sense of order, there was nothing.

He looked around at the men and women of the Rebellion, willing to give their lives at the off chance of successfully breaking away from the Empire, and stewed. He wasn't a pilot, he couldn't coordinate a mission of this magnitude, and there would be no troop insertion or ground assault to repel.

For the first time since his family was taken from him on that fateful night when he was only a child, he'd never felt so helpless and useless in his entire life until now.

Jun looked around again and wondered how many fathers, mothers, husbands, wives, sons and daughters were willing to risk their lives in order to give their fledgling rebellion a chance. There had to be something he could do rather than just sit around with his thumb up his ass.

He immediately stopped this train of thought.

Why did he need to stay and help? This wasn't his home, it wasn't his cause to fight for. They hadn't given him a reason to join in the fight for independence. The only reason he'd made it this far was because he wanted a way back to UNSC space and he'd managed to get caught up in a rescue mission gone awry.

Hell, a part of his training was dealing especially in _anti_-Insurrectionist tactics, and those tactics were based in ground operations in a universe where projectile weaponry was the norm and there were only a few non-human sentient life-forms in the galaxy. But here, where plasma was the preferred ammunition and there were millions of non-hostile aliens in the galaxy, Jun might as well have been untrained.

There was no chain of command to follow, no ordinance drop to call in, no bombing runs to take out an oncoming horde of Covenant. It was just him, alone in an unfamiliar galaxy. While he was normally used to going solo in his sniper role, this time there would be no back-up to call for.

And that made him very uneasy.

* * *

><p>It was quiet throughout most of the base. Aside from the operational control personnel, a few engineers here and there and a handful of security guards, the station was empty. While most of the action was taking place in the control room monitoring the battle, Jun had secluded himself in a vacant corner of an engineering room with nothing but himself, his armor, and a toolkit.<p>

Placed on the table in front of him was the chest portion of the Mark V armor. Jun had removed the outer plating of the armor and was checking the systems and power readings from directly above the right chest portion of the armor where the black-armored man sent the balled-up mass of DMR rounds flying back into him.

He'd checked, double-checked and even triple checked everything underneath the armor, and aside from a somewhat noticeable dent everything was running at full capacity.

After running a diagnostic on his armor for the fourth time, Jun finally put down his tools and let out a long exhale. There was so much he had to absorb in the past two days. One minute he was defending Doctor Halsey in the depths of CASTLE Base, and the next he was in a whole new galaxy that was embroiled in what Jun believed to be an underwhelming revolution.

Solo offered him a place in his crew with the Wookie Chewbacca, but for a reason Jun couldn't explain or understand, he turned them down. He was as far from a bounty hunter or mercenary or whatever Han called himself as they come, but there was no real use for him in this Galaxy. The few members of the Rebellion he'd met that weren't pilots or officers didn't instill the most confidence in him that they could effectively fight against the supposed might of the Imperial Empire. Even with his help, there was no way they'd be able to win this fight.

But he was no hired gun, no matter his feelings on the state of the Alliance military. He was a trained soldier to his core, and no amount of potential earnings as a mercenary or bounty hunter could change that.

And so now here he was, on a supposedly doomed planet putting his life in the hands of a bunch of pilots he'd only met an hour ago. Although the Skywalker boy was with them, so that had to count for something.

Jun looked over and saw resting next to the chest armor was his Scout variant helmet with the covering to his earpiece removed, exposing the intricate wiring and communications set-up of the helmet. He'd managed to successfully splice together a spare Rebel communicator with his own comm system. He'd tested it out with one of the security personnel stationed within the base, and was relieved when it worked properly. The sound would cut out or static would blast through over the receiver, but he could still communicate with someone over radio. He wasn't sure whether it was from his rudimentary soldering or the quality of the communicator, but that was what tests were for.

A yawn escaped from his lips as he ran a hand over his tired face. He hadn't gotten a solid bit of rest since he first met Skywalker, and the constant running and fighting had only made him more tired. The empty cot on the far side of the engineering station looked plenty inviting, and he had been working non-stop since the wings of fighter ships left the station for their suicide mission. But he thought better of it and went right back to work. He needed to get this problem figured out and corrected before he decided to call it a day.

Jun then tried tightening the wires of the communicator, but sparks and a small puff of smoke were the result of this attempt. He sighed, ran a tired hand over his shaved head and went right back to work.

* * *

><p>Senator Leia Organa's gaze rarely left the tactical board that was being constantly updated from the audio feed of the battle that could determine the very fate of the Rebellion.<p>

So far the battle had gone about as well as the Alliance command could have asked for. There were some casualties, but for the most part the stolen data plans were correct; the Death Star was ill suited to repel small one-man fighters while their pilots were handling themselves well against the Imperial TIE Fighter pilots.

But no matter how many downed enemy fighters their pilots shot down, it wouldn't matter if they couldn't begin their attack run down the exhaust trench. There was only a six minute window remaining before the Death Star would clear the planet and be able to fire.

The mood was tense in the control room. The admirals and generals kept all their attention focused on the main TAC board in the center of the room, while every other officer was

"Princess," a Rebel officer said to the Senator. "Gold squadron is beginning their attack run now."

"Very well commander, thank you."

The commander smiled politely and walked back over to the main station. Although he didn't show it, Leia could tell the older commander was anxious and nervous. Everyone was nervous and on-edge; Leia was just better at hiding it than others.

The three pilots of Gold Squadron currently making their way down the Death Star's trench towards the thermal exhaust port were some of the best bomber pilots in the Alliance. And if by some turn of bad luck they couldn't get the job done, then Luke and the capable Red Squadron would make the attack.

With the audio feed of the battle coming through, worry pricked at Leia. The entire future of the Rebellion hung on this very moment. There was no room for error, or else their sacrifices to get to this very point would all be for naught. She suddenly felt very claustrophobic and needed to leave the command room to catch her breath, if only for a brief moment.

She took two steps away from the terminal and backed into. She looked around and was surprised to see a relatively young-looking man with ear-length black hair and an infectious smile.

"My apologies," she said. "I didn't see you there."

"What do you have to be sorry for," the man asked with a smile, slowly moving his hand from out of his vest, revealing a blaster pistol that was aimed right at Organa. "You're right where I want you."

* * *

><p>Jun had just finished putting his armor back together when he heard several laser blasts and an explosion from not far off in the facility. Alarms started to blare and a blast of static came over his comm line. Jun could hear faint voices underneath the static, but the S-III could barely make out the voices before the line completely filled with static.<p>

Instincts kicked in and he went to grab his DMR and headed out of the engineering station. For the moment, he forgot all about not wanting to be involved in their fight. The battle had come to them, and the invaders wouldn't care if he were aligned with the Rebels or not.

Jun quickly turned the corner and immediately ducked underneath a rouge laser blast. He expected an Imperial counter-attack was in place, so he was surprised to see a squad of large, lizard-like creatures running in the opposite direction, randomly firing off red bars of plasma as they did so.

A group of security officers chased after them, while two young soldiers stayed behind to provide covering fire while a wounded officer was slumped against the back of a nearby crate.

Jun moved closer to assess the wounds. The entire left side of his body was charred black and still smoking from a recent explosion. His breaths were labored and he moved very little. Unless the man was given immediate medical treatment, there was little chance he'd make it.

His eyes looked over at Jun. He looked delirious, and reached out weakly to see if the armored man standing before him was real.

"Don't move," Jun calmly said, gently bringing the man's hand back to his side. "What happened?"

"Mercs… they came outa nowhere…" the man coughed up blood as he struggled to sit himself up. "Ambushed us with thermal grenades and vibro-blades. We never stood a chance."

He pulled out a can of Bio-Foam and applied the gel to as many burned areas as he could. "Where's your commanding officer?"

"I'm… I'm not sure," the young soldier said, panic and fear causing his voice to crack. I haven't been able to contact command. None of us have."

Trying his luck, Jun activated his comm link and keyed the command station. "This is Jun-A266, does anyone copy, over?"

Nothing but static came across the channel. Jun tried again, but had the same amount of success. Jun looked over at the two remaining officers and saw them failing with their communicators as well. It didn't make any sense. His communicator worked perfectly not long ago, so why now would it be disabled?

Unless…

"Is there any other hangar bay or launch platform outside the complex," Jun asked the young solider, standing upright and towering over him.

"There's the auxiliary platform west of the base," the younger officer squeaked out. "Twenty kilometers west of the main entrance."

"Get him to a medic. If you come across any more of your men, direct them to the outer launch pad. The enemy is jamming ground-side communications."

Jun raced off in the direction of the auxiliary launch pad, making sure he was heading west towards this outer platform. Several minutes into his search, Jun ran into another firefight in a cramped corridor between the tan-colored Alliance security and the mercenary forces clad in forest-green armor that had varying degrees of battle damage. The one in the lead – a human with scars across the right side of his face – was armed with what appeared to be a heavy-duty repeating blaster, sending a never-ending stream of angry-red lasers to pin down the security troopers behind crates and debris.

Jun dropped one of the lizard aliens with a grouping of well-place bullets to the chest before he was hit with a stream of laser fire. His shields dropped dangerously low, forcing Jun to dive behind cover.

The mercenary continued to rake the hallway with laser fire, allowing his compatriots to escape deeper into the complex while he stayed behind to prevent an Alliance advance. Jun ended up next to an older looking officer, who sported a bar of varying colors that the Warrant Officer could only assume signified his rank.

The officer was surprised to see the armored SPARTAN hiding under the same piece of cover as he was, but he was snapped out of the shock by a laser bar impacting the wall next to him.

"What's the situation," Jun said to the officer as his shields recharged to full power.

"A few minutes ago we were ambushed by a squad of heavily armed mercs, mostly Trandoshians under the command of humans. That one with the repeater pinned us down while the others ran off back to some part of the base. I thought they had someone with them, but I didn't get a good look."

Nothing was making sense. It appeared that these intruders had superior numbers and firepower, so why were they only making hit and run attacks instead of storming through the base and killing anything they could see?

Jun popped up from behind his cover and fired three rounds directly into the enemy's thigh, penetrating the thin layering of protective armor and shattering the femur, dropping the man to the floor hard. The mercenary let out a pained cry as blood pooled out of the wound in his leg, and was quickly swarmed by the remaining Alliance security personnel.

"Address that wound, Private," the officer ordered. "Then bring him to the holding cells for interrogation." The young soldier complied and pulled out three syringes with blue, viscous liquid in their vials.

"Hold that order," Jun forcefully said, clamping the DMR to his back and swiping away the syringes. "Sir, I need to interrogate this man now. It's the only chance we have to gain any intelligence on this attack."

The aged officer looked at the imposing Jun, then back at their captive and sighed.

"Very well, son. But I doubt you'll get anything from him."

"I have a way of getting answers."

The mercenary turned to see the large, armored soldier walking toward him and tried to scoot away, but the rebel security forces kept him in his spot. The color in the mercenary's face drained with each heavy-sounding step of the MJOLNIR armor against the metal floor of the Messassi Station.

"Listen here, tough guy," Jun said, looking the merc straight in the eyes. The mercenary glanced at his leg wound for a moment before Jun lightly backhanded him across the face.

Lightly for a SPARTAN, at least. A gash opened up on the man's cheek and his eyes momentarily rolled to the back of his head before returning with a wild look.

"Hey, focus," Jun continued. "Now, you're going to tell me exactly what you and your team came here for and where your ship is."

"Or else what," the wounded man spat back with venom. Spittle splattered against Jun's orange-red visor, and thin smile quickly flashed underneath the helmet.

"Or else…" Jun brought the energy blade dangerously close to the merc's non-wounded leg. The alien weapon, which now hovered just centimeters from the man's limb, hummed with energy and illuminated his forest green uniform with a pure-white light. "Or else I'm going to slowly, painfully amputate each and every single limb of yours until you're nothing but a torso… unless, of course, you tell me everything I want to hear."

"Kiss my ass," the mercenary said, venom dripping from every word he spoke. "I ain't telling you nothing!" He finished off his act of defiance by spitting a disgusting glob of spit on Jun's armored boot.

Looking down at his boot them back at the smirking man, Jun effortlessly sliced through the man's limb with lightning fast speed and precision, lopping it off at the kneecap. The bottom half of the leg fell to the deck and flopped to its side, showing the singed and cauterized stump that was the kneecap.

A pained, blood-curdling scream was followed as the captured man grabbed the area where the bottom half of his leg once occupied. Tears of anguish streamed down his cheeks and fell onto the floor in puddles. A few of the Rebel soldiers had to look away from the grizzly scene, while the ones that didn't brought whatever they could to cover their noses from the stench of burnt flesh.

"I should have warned you that I'm not a man who bluffs," he said, moving the sword upward so that it nearly rested on their captive's right shoulder. "Now, unless you want me to do that again, I think it would be in your best interest if you truthfully answered every question I ask."

His prisoner composed himself long enough to stop his blubbering and return his breathing to normal. "What do you want to know?"

"I want your name and what you're doing on this planet. And you'd better not lie to me or else…" Jun brought the blade back up, moving it closer towards his shoulder, burning and melting off the deep green cloth.

The man winced and grimaced from the extreme heat of the blade. "My name is Rolin Varga," the man blurted out, fear now replacing the animosity and rebelliousness that was once strong in his voice. "I'm here with Aran Janaesson and his team on a snatch and grab of a high-priority target that our buyer wants."

Several younger members of the security force sighed and shook their heads, muttering out what Jun assumed to be obscenities at the reveal of the attackers.

Jun turned around to the commanding officer, who ran a hand over his weary face. "Do you know of this man he's talking about?"

"Unfortunately, yes," the older officer said. "He and his team are some of the best and most dangerous bounty hunters in the Galaxy. Once they get their claws on you, you're never heard from again."

This could be a problem. With the amount of important personnel station in the base, their intended target could be just about anyone.

"Who was the target?" There was another moment of silence from the young man, and Jun's patience began to run thin. He brought the sword away from the man and slowly plunged it into his shoulder. The merc winced and sharply inhaled and exhaled as the blade moved at a snail's pace into his shoulder. "Tell me the target!"

"Leia…" the man said, trying to hold back the pain and anguish of the super-heated energy blade. "Leia Organa."

The group turned silent as everything started to make sense. It was the Senator they were after the entire time, while the attack on the base was nothing more than a diversion. Whoever was in charge had much bigger plans than simply destroying a base.

"Who hired you?"

"I don't know."

"Who hired your team?"

"I don't know, I don't know," Rolin quickly, fearfully repeated. He tried to grab the sword handle out of Jun's hand, but it was no use opening the armored hand as the SPARTAN drove the blade deeper and deeper into his shoulder at a snail's pace. Tears streamed down and his face twisted into something unrecognizable as the pain from the super-heated blade became unbearable.

"I swear I don't know who hired us! Boss didn't tell me anything, just to grab her and make it back to the ship in one piece!"

Somewhat satisfied with the important information he received, he removed the energy sword from Varga's shoulder and deactivated it. The merc lurched forward in pain and sharply inhaled from the sudden relief, immediately grabbing his shoulder with his free hand. The surrounding Alliance soldiers grabbed him and dragged him off to somewhere deep inside the complex.

"Alert all perimeter defenses to be on the lookout for any outgoing ships," Jun said, turning to the officer as the younger soldiers took away their wounded prisoner. Jun ripped the long-barreled weapon from the captive's back and held it with ease in one hand to give it a closer examination.

"An Imperial shock trooper missile launcher," the older officer said, nodding to the weapon. "Looks like it's only got two shots left."

Jun turned and took off down the corridor in the direction of the station's exit. He'd wasted too much time interrogating their prisoner and gathering information, and the Princess or whoever these mercs had abducted could be long gone from the planet by now.

Jun quickened his pace into a dead sprint. He needed to get to that launch pad before the mercenaries took off.

* * *

><p>After being forced at gunpoint to sprint through the winding corridors of the Massassi Station and through the dense jungle, her captors led Leia up the ramp of their ship.<p>

"Up the ramp," her captive ordered, placing the barrel of his weapon into her back. The Princess refused, so the mercenary hit her forcefully in the back with the butt of his weapon. "I said, up the ramp!"

"Gentle with the lady, Dabash," a voice from inside the ship said. A very tall man slowly made his way down the ramp of the craft, silver hair flowing down to his neck and piercing blue eyes remained glued on the two. "We wouldn't want our buyer to be angry if his prize were damaged in any way, would we?"

Dabash looked away, while Leia glared at the man with the confident grin.

"I'm not afraid of you, mercenary. It's only a matter of time before the men and women of the Rebellion stop you!"

Janaesson chuckled and sat walked towards the Princess until he was standing only a few inches in front of her. A good two feet taller than Leia, the man looked down with an icy cold gaze and a smirk. "Oh, really? And just what makes you think they'll be looking for us? Communications are jammed, and I've got my men swarming all over your base killing everything they see. There's nothing keeping us from Coruscant."

Leia shot him a confused and concerned look, and the bounty hunter responded with a pleased smirk.

"That's right, we're not taking you to the Death Star, oh no…" The confident man brushed his hand across her cheek and gave a creepy smile as Leia squirmed back. "We're taking you straight to Empire City, so you can meet with Emperor Palpatine himself."

A cool chill ran down Leia's spine as she stiffened up at the thought of a face-to-face meeting with the most powerful man in the Galaxy. There were times in the past that a meeting with him wouldn't have been call for concern, but now that there was legitimate, concrete proof that she was operating as a high-ranking member of the Rebellion during an operation against the Empire's largest battlestation, she was more than a little worried.

"Uh, boss, I think we've got company…"

Janaesson moved over to his comrade's position and saw a towering armored… _thing_ sprinting out of the dense forest of the Yavin IV moon. It was covered head-to-toe in deep green armor, almost blending in with the surrounding forest, and had rested a missile launcher against its shoulder like it weighed nothing at all. The thing aimed the weapon at the cockpit, and it was then that Aran decided to leave.

"Get us out of here, now!" The bounty hunter slapped the Trandoshan pilot. "Get this bird in the air and off this moon now!"

The reptilian alien hissed in compliance and brought the ship's engines online. As the engines whined to life and the small thrusters on the hull brought the ship into the air, the enemy raised the weapon and fired its payload at the center of the cockpit. Only the quick-twitch reflexes of their pilot allowed their ship to maneuver out of the way of the explosive just in time.

Dabash tapped commands into a data console and the outer anti-infantry gun on the left wing activated and opened fire on the individual. As a stream of red laser bolts fired from the outer guns, the armored individual rolled out of the way of the initial volley with a frightening level of agility and grace, breaking into a sprint with each laser blast impacting the ground seconds later. There's no way this thing could be biological with the amount of speed it possessed, but the grace and fluidity in its movements was something no droid could mimic.

It upped its sprint to an incredible pace, circling around to the back of the ship until it stopped near the rear of the ship. It went down to a kneeling stance and aimed at the closest rear engine.

"GET US OUT OF HERE NOW," Aran shouted to his non-human pilot, breaking his normally cool demeanor. But before either of them could do anything else a wave of fire and pressure knocked the deadly leader of the outfit to the deck and everything in the ship went dark.

* * *

><p>Jun watched as the ship spin out of control and crash into the forest around the launch pad. Jun tracked where the ship's trajectory took it, ditched the heavy-weapon, and raced into the dense foliage.<p>

He'd ran for half a minute, his heavy armor brushing aside any obstructing branches or vines, until coming across the crash site of the space craft, embedded into the ground at a weird angle and electronics and machinery exposed throughout the hull of the ship.

He then saw a man in tattered clothing pulling himself and a woman out from the wreckage of the downed ship, a pistol in his spare hand. There were scrapes, cuts, and bruises across each of their bodies.

"Let her go, Aran," Jun said, aiming his DMR directly at the kidnapper's head.

"Not gonna happen, big guy," the bounty hunter said, his arm wrapped tightly around Leia's torso and aiming his blaster pistol at Jun. He saw that what remained of his crew – eight of the lizard creatures brandishing long staffs with purple ends that looked to be coursing with energy, plus another handful of human mercenaries – joining beside him from the wreckage and smirked.

"Deal with this one," the mercenary said, backing away slowly from the group. "Make him suffer."

The large enemy force began to slowly approach and encircle Jun. The alien – Trandoshans, Jun assumed – bared their rows of razor-sharp, needle-thin teeth and snapped at the SPARTAN, while the five remaining humans spread themselves out and positioned themselves in prime firing positions.

Meanwhile, Jun went over in his head how we would take them down before he went after Aran. It would be foolish to focus on one group while allowing the other to attack him, but he had to focus on the humans before the aliens. He wasn't an expert in close quarters combat, but he'd rather have to deal with them as opposed to looking for where the shots were coming from in a close firefight.

One repositioned their staff as a spear and hurled it at Jun. It closed the gap quickly, its purple-electric tip surging and crackling with energy as it flew towards him, but Jun moved ever so slightly out of the way. His shields flared and dropped a hair as the purple tips whizzed past him and embedded deeply in the large tree behind him. The enemies then sprinted at Jun with their staffs in an attacking position, as the SPARTAN calmly flicked the safety to _off_ and went to work.

Without any remorse or pity, Jun aimed and fired at the first human enemy he targeted, sending a tight grouping of 7.62x51mm rounds dead center in the chest of the adversary. The merc's dead body hadn't even hit the ground before Jun turned and dropped the next two enemies with another two accurate shots.

He took out another mercenary with a bullet to the brain, but Jun was then forced to disengage and concentrate his fire on the rapidly approaching Trandoshans. He was only able to get off a few shots from the DMR, the anti-infantry bullets piercing through their leathery hide and slowing them down some, before being forced to clamp it to his back and switch to his energy sword.

The Covenant weapon activated just in time to slice open the chest of the first Trandoshan in his range, cutting it open vertically and letting all its internal organs spill out onto the grassy area. The other mercenaries seemed to pay no attention to their fallen comrade, charging at Jun with a steely determination to be the one to get the kill.

_Dodge, swipe, block, roll, slash, evade, lunge, stab_; it was a never-ending stream of chaos surrounding Jun as he did everything he could to avoid being hit by one of those electrostaffs. Jun first tried to smash the charged tip of the staff with his energy sword, but was surprised to discover that it didn't have its intended results. Instead, they simply crashed against each other and created sparks and crackled of energy from their contact.

It became increasingly difficult to take on two or three enemies at a time, and some hits got through his defense. He was hit twice by one Trandoshan's staff, dropping his shield down to 30% before sticking the Type-1 energy weapon in the Trandoshan's gut all the way up to the handle and tossing it aside like a discarded rag.

These aliens were strong, fast, and their stances were nearly flawless, leaving little for Jun to take advantage of. It was obvious that they were professionals and had trained themselves thoroughly in close combat situations like these. But what they didn't have were his level of training or his physical abilities, or his will to survive. He was hit a second time, and he decided it was time to end it. He went on the offensive, taking a more aggressive approach against these aliens. He hacked off limbs, cut staffs into pieces, crushed windpipes, and sliced open stomachs in a typhoon of destruction that would make that sadistic bastard Emile smile.

The eight Trandoshan mercenaries were soon whittled down to three, and Jun was allowed to focus more time on fighting each one than before. There was the one with a scar over his eye to his left, one with more tan skin to his left, and one with two of the staffs directly in front of him. The two to the side began to approach, but the one in the middle hissed something sharply and they backed down. Obliging, they stepped back and watched as their apparent superior stepped forward and began to circle Jun. He followed suit and began to circle around, making sure to keep his enemy in front of him. Jun thought about taking out his combat knife to even the odds, but he would need his free hand to deflect and catch that second electric staff. They continued to circle each other, waiting for the other to make the first move in the deadly chess match.

It would be the alien to charge first, sprinting at Jun before leaping in the air and thrusting downward with both staffs. Jun rolled out of the way of the strike and watched as the tips dug deep into the earth, but the lizard was soon on Jun with furious strikes. Jun ducked and blocked each strike he could, dishing out a few of his own in what was becoming a see-saw battle that had no obvious winner. Jun moved his head just in time to avoid a lunge to his head, hearing the crackling of the electric energy just inches away from his ear, and responded in kind with a swipe at the staff, cutting it in half and rendering it useless.

The Trandoshan tossed the destroyed staff away and charged again at Jun with quick, powerful swipes of the single melee weapon. The air crackled with energy after every swipe from the electrostaff and energy sword as the two couldn't expose any weakness in the other's technique.

The Trandoshan swiped the bottom tip of the staff at Jun's legs, forcing him into a new stance and allowing the alien to stomp on his sword hand. Jun dropped the sword and took a powerful knee to the chin that dropped his shields below 10% and set off the alarm in his helmet. Jun went for his sidearm but the alien whacked it away with the uncharged end of the staff, dissipating his shields completely and leaving the SPARTAN exposed.

Jun crossed his forearms to block just in time to catch the staff's handle just inches from the electrified tip. He repositioned his hands and grabbed hold of the staff, yanking it to him and bringing the Trandoshan with him. Jun took advantage of the opportunity and used his free hand to grab the alien's arm and effortlessly snap it in half.

Not quite done, Jun let out a powerful kick to the alien's knee, blowing its kneecap to pieces before following up with a series of devastatingly fast strikes to the midsection.

Jun ripped the staff out of the wounded alien's hand and sunk it directly into the Trandoshan's leathery torso, stepping back while the alien flailed around to try and remove the weapon from its chest. Jun quickly picked up his sword and horizontally slashed at the alien's neck. Dark blood oozed from the wound and dripped down to the grassy surface, and the alien stumbled around unsure of which wound to take care of. The tenacious Trandoshan's movements soon slowed as it fell to one knee before collapsing in a pool of its own blood.

As he deactivated his sword after the marathon battle, the remaining human and Trandoshan mercenaries froze in their place, eyes wide as saucers and weapons hanging limply from their hands. All it took was Jun looking in their direction to force them to drop their weapons and surrender themselves before pointing in which direction Aran went off in. He personally destroyed their weapons and detained them in a clearing before going off in search of Leia and her captor.

He ran through the jungle for several minutes, following the trail of footprints in the soft earth, until he came upon Aran trying to force Leia into the cockpit of a small, one-seat shuttle no larger than an escape pod. Jun fired a warning shot that impacted the hull of the ship just below the hatch, missing Aran's hand by millimeters.

"The next shot won't miss," Jun said, now aiming his rifle at the man's head.

Jun took a step forward, but Aran whipped around and pulled the Princess in front of him and put his blaster pistol against the back of her head, forcing Jun to halt his step. Leia tried to squirm away, but he tightened his grip around her and jammed the pistol against her head harder.

"Move another inch and she gets a round of plasma through the brain."

"Let her go, Aran, its over. There's no way you're getting off this planet alive."

"That's where we disagree, big man." Aran tapped the blaster to a device on his wrist and the engines of the small craft rumbled. The man's steely gaze never looked away from Jun.

"Now here's what's gonna happen. You're gonna turn around and go back inside your base and say I got away, and I'm gonna take this one to Coruscant where she's got a _very_ important meeting with my buyer. Or maybe I'll just fly off to some backwater planet and make her my personal servant."

The Senator squirmed in disgust as Aran aggressively kissed her on the neck and gave Jun a fiendish grin.

While Aran smugly and foolishly taunted him, Jun analyzed the situation presented before him. The merc had positioned himself directly behind Leia leaving very little to aim for without hitting the Senator. He wasn't incredibly tall or big, but he was tall enough that he had to crouch down some to fit behind Leia's smaller frame. There was only a small portion of his upper body that was exposed, but he was constantly rocking back and forth so it made the shot that much more difficult. If he timed his shot wrong, the bullet would go through the Senator instead of missing her. His accuracy would have to be 100% perfect to make the shot.

Not a problem for a marksman of Jun's caliber.

Without giving it another moment of thought, Jun lined up his shot and squeezed the trigger. The bullet crossed the gap between them in a heartbeat and struck Aran in the right pectoral. The slug easily penetrated the thin layer of protection and then just as easily cut through the skin, tearing through muscle, bone, and organs until it created an exit wound the size of a quarter at the base of the neck, dangerously close to the spinal column.

Aran hit the deck hard, taking the Princess with him, and Jun was on the two of them immediately. A swift elbow to the ribs from Leia allowed her to break herself free, and she was soon on her feet next to Jun as he towered over the wounded bounty hunter.

"What took you so long," she asked, brushing the dirt off her attire. She saw there were specks of Aran's blood on her dress and scoffed.

"I got tied up," Jun answered, clamping his rifle to his back. "And you're welcome." Jun went to test his comm line and sighed with relief that it was operational.

"This is Jun-A266 to Alliance Command. Does anybody copy, over?"

"_This is General Dadonna, identify yourself again._"

"I repeat, this is Jun-A266. I've got the Senator and require immediate extraction, over."

As the grey-haired General relayed orders to his subordinates, a series red blast of plasma crashed against Jun's shields, setting off the alarm in his head. He turned to see Aran pointing the pistol at him and was about to open fire, but Leia was quicker. She snapped the M6G sidearm from his hip-clamp and put a slug right between the bounty hunter's eyes. The man's eyes rolled back in his head and his arm fell limp from his hand, as blood pooled from the exit wound onto the grassy earth underneath the corpse.

The barrel of the pistol still smoking, Leia kept it aimed at Aran in the off chance he got back up. When she saw that he wasn't getting back up, she let out a sigh of relief and examined the weapon. She lifted it in her hand a few times, noting the weight of the sidearm, and gave a pleased smile.

"Not bad for a slugthrower," she said before handing it back to Jun. "And you're welcome."

Jun and Leia walked through the jungle, eyes open for any more threats until a group of Alliance security personnel came upon them and escorted them back to the base. As Leia and the officers headed inside to the medical wing, Jun took one last look to the sky and saw a brilliant flash of light followed by a tremendous explosion that shook the earth beneath him.

* * *

><p><strong>Don't forget to favorite, follow and leave a review!<strong>


End file.
